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that\'s captain bloated asshole to you 


Author's Notes: 


We hurt because we love. Or do we? 


WARNING: here be badfic tropes aplenty, so tread with care. 


Tony grimaced and stubbed out his cigarette into an ashtray full of butts. He reached over for his glass of 
whiskey and downed it in one gulp. 


Why did he always come here? He knew it wasn't because of the pieces of ass. All of them were old, used 
woman, And the guys were no different. Drunken bastards that always left a bad taste in his mouth. 


He sighed and grabbed another cigarette from his half open pack and lit it. 


A half naked girl wiggled around on stage to some old song. Her flabby breasts jiggled around, her gaudy bikini 
bottoms covered in filth. Just like the rest of the rundown bar. 


Tony flicked his hand in the air for another glass of whisky. A brown haired barmaid brought his drink over to 


from the bar. Tony glanced up at her, a sleazy grin covering his face. 


"Hey baby, how about we get together when your shift is over. | could take you for a ride like you've never 


had before." 
The barmaid rolled her eyes and set the glass down on the ash covered table. "Not in a million years." 
Tony chuckled, his yellow stained teeth gleaming under the dim lights. "A million years isn't that long for me: 


She walked away leaving Tony to his thoughts. He muttered "bitch" under his breath and took a gulp of his 
whiskey. 


EK 

Captain Henkka was tired, and he only wanted to drink his beer in peace. 

His ship found so little chance to stay in port lately, with the Marine always on their heels. As a pirate ship, 
that of course was unavoidable, but sometimes it was nice to be on land, have a few beers and a few 
wenches. 

Too bad all the wenches were preoccupied with that guy. Hell, everybody seemed to be. 

Henkka glared at the guy. He wasn't even that good looking anyway. 

And yet.. 

And yet it seemed everybody had eyes only for him in here. Didn't they know who he was? Why weren't they 
cowering in fear, showering him in food and drink to keep him on their good sides? Why didn't he have girls 


(and why not, guys too) crawling at his feet for a bit of attention? 


Not that he wanted them to, mind. Old unwashed guys and wenches that had seen a thousand men, some even 


at once. 

On second thought...that guy is the prettiest in here, he thought, downing his beer. 
He grinned evilly, unsheathing his dagger. 

Maybe somebody should teach him how the world works 


eR 


Tony's eyes itched, sleep prickling his tired head. He arched in his chair and glanced over to a nearby table. His 
faced twisted into a grimace at the fat, dirty man grinning at him. 


What an ugly motherfucker. No way in hell am | going after that 

The man got up from his table and approached Tony's table. 

Henkka saw that look the guy shot him. He knew that look all too well 

Think Im ugly, don't you? he grinned to himself, twirling his dagger under his coat 
It never lasted. They all came around, 

Eventually. 

And Henkka wasn't picky. It didn't really matter if they were in one piece or not 
He moved quickly and silently. 


"Not a move, prettyface," he growled, the tip of the dagger pressed against the guy's ribs. "Let's take a walk 
together, shall we?" 


eR 


Tony woke up with a start, ice cold water drenching his body. His blurry eyes tried to focus on the man 
before him. 


Where the fuck am |? What the hell happened last night? 
The man across the room snorted and rolled his eyes. 


Tony glanced over at him, eyes taking in the long trail of brown hair hanging by his round face. He frowned and 
tried to move. "Let me the fuck out these!" 


The man glared at him. White hot rage filling his jealous veins but he said nothing. 

Tony huffed and yanked on the heavy chains that bound him. "You can't keep me in here forever! Let me gol" 
The heavy metal door swung open to omit a man. 

"Rise and shine, Sleepyhead," laughed a dirty voice. 


Tony's eyes widened in shock. "What the fuck? You're that bloated asshole from the bar. Where have you 


taken me?" 


"That's Captain Bloated Asshole to you," he sniggered, calmly walking into the room to crouch where Tony was 
shackled. "And this is my ship. | guess you could say you're my prisoner now." 


Tony spit in his face. "What the hell do you want?" 


Tony froze as the cold blade of the dagger brushed against his jawline, drawn across his beard, pointing at his 


soft throat. 


"Does it matter what | want?" hissed the Captain, the stench of his breath washing on Tony's face and making 
him gag. "I'm gonna take it anyway." 


And with that, he grabbed Tony's legs, yanking him forward, stretched tight against his shackles. 
"No! You..what..Nolll" 


"Oh yeah," laughed the Captain. His dagger cut every button of Tony's shirt, one by one. A tiny pinprick of 


blood blossomed on the white shirt, tinting it crimson. "It's always more fun when they scream.’ 
"STOP! What do you think you're doing? I'll kill you!" 


The blade cut through the leather of his pants. "Of course you will," hissed the Captain, ripping his shredded 
pants off him and spreading his legs around him. "If you can still stand after I'm done with you, that is." 


"No00000000000000000000000000!" 


- TO BE CONTINUED! 


they always come back 


Tony woke up with a groan and grimaced. His chain shackled hand reached up to his face to block out the eye 
searing light. 


"Careful, you don't want to strain yourself. 


Tony snorted and spit out a mouthful of blood from his mouth. "Yeah right, kid. Like its going to matter. | 
wouldn't give that fat fuck the satisfaction" 


The man sighed and washed out the white cloth in a bucketful of water. "Well, fighting back also gets the 
captain off. In fact, | don't think there's anything that doesn't." 


Tony stared at the young man washing him up. "Who are you?" 


The man glanced up, the sun lighting up his golden brown locks. His pale white skin drenched his skinny form. 
"Um, my name is Marko. l'm the assistant to the ship doctor" 


God, he's fucking beautiful. | bet he's a good lay. 


Tony grinned, his teeth poking out of his mouth. "Well, if I'm going to have anyone wash me up, it might as well 
be a hot guy." 


Marko blushed and washed the blood from Tony's crotch. "lm.l'm not much. There are others that are more 
beautiful than me." 


Tony reached out to touch Marko's arm, pushing his hand against his crotch. "You're fine by me. How about 
we have a little fuck right here?" 


Marko's eyes widened. "You..you can't be serious? The crew, the captain would see us." 


Tony chuckled. "God | hope so. It would be worth it to take something so hot right now. Come on, Marko. You 


know you want it" 
Marko shook his head and backed away form Tony. "l.l have to go. Someone will be by to take you to your cell” 


Tony licked his lips, eyes taking in the tight breeches over Marko's ass. "You know where to find me if you 


change your mina." 


eR 


Elias snorted and walked outside the captain's cabin. He stretched his tired body and walked toward the newest 


prisoner. Every fiber in his being hated this man, the captain's newest plaything. He hoped this one would die 
like the rest. 


Tony glanced up at Elias with a raised eyebrow. "So it's Silent Waterboy back again. What the fuck do you 


want? l'm surprised you can do anything without your fat ass captain around” 
Elias glared at Tony. "Shut your filthy mouth or | will shut it for you." 


Tony laughed and motioned in the air around him. "Just try, Waterboy. I'm sure your captain wouldn't like you 
to rough me up. At least not when he doesn't get a chance to watch." 


Elias undid the chains and yanked Tony away from the wooden mast. "Don't you ever fucking shut up? You 


filthy asshole, | don't even know what the captain sees in something so vile." 


Tony grinned and humped against Elias' tree trunk sized leg. "Yeah but it didn't stop you from having your turn 
with me last night. Face it Elias, you can't resist me." 


Yeah right, what-the-fuck-ever. 
Elias dragged Tony down the brig steps. "| was doing what the captain asked me to, nothing more. Don't kid 
yourself, you're nothing more than a whore. Something to be passed around and discarded when you live your 


usefulness.” 


Tony climbed into his metal cell and Elias shut the door behind him. He reached down and stroked his hard cock. 
"That may be but you'll be back. They always come back" 


Elias rolled his eyes and walked up the steps. He slammed the door shut and punched a nearby wall. 
KKK 
"The prisoner is safely back in his cell," said Elias, closing the door to the Captain's cabin behind his back. 


In the dim light of the oil lamp, behind a table messily covered in maps, gold coins and trinkets, Henkka absently 
poked through Tony's belonging with his knife. 


"Captain? | said." 
"I heard you," he muttered. 
Elias moved a little closer to the table. 


"Yeah?" said Henkka with annoyance in his voice, picking up a few coins. 


"With all due respect." / think we should throw him overboard. 
Henkka finally lifted his eyes to look at him. "Yes, Elias?" 
"| don't know why we still keep that man, Captain’ 


Henkka snorted, getting up from his battered chair. "Well," he said, rounding up around the table to stand closer 
to Elias. "He did give us quite a bit of fun yesterday, didn't he," he chuckled. "Quite rare, such a defiant one." 


"| guess," muttered Elias, swallowing loudly as the Captain pressed himself against his body, the smell of rum 
and sweat filling his senses, the heat of his fat, tanned body searing through his breeches. 


"Why, if | remember straight," he chuckled, running a black-listed fingernail down Elias' bared chest, " the last 
one that lasted longer than that was you." 


Elias swallowed loudly. 
‘Isn't that right, Elias?" he asked airily, twirling his finger in one of Elias' long silky locks. 
"Yes, Captain." 


"Mm," muttered Henkka, already preoccupied otherwise, rubbing his cock against Elias’ leg. "And how long did 
you last, exactly?" 


"T-three days, Captain" 

"Indeed," said Henkka, his dirty hand cupping Elias' crotch. "Those were three fun days." 

Elias closed his eyes. 

"And you were so pretty," whispered Henkka in his ear. "Never lay with a man before, so pure." 

Elias squeezed his eyes tightly as the Captain's hand made his way into his breeches. 

Henkka grabbed his cock and pulled, hard, drawing a startled cry from Elias as he was toppled over the desk in 
a thunderstorm of coins and jewels. "Try not to forget those three days before you ask me something with all 
due respect, Elias," he grinned evilly, climbing on the desk between his legs. "Never forget who you belong to." 
And how could | forget, thought Elias, his eyes rolling back into his head. 


"Who do you belong to?" 


"Y-you. Captain." 


"Good boy," whispered Henkka on his neck, wishing he could really make him his own. "You truly were worth 


every coi n" 


"Yes sir," hissed Elias, and gave in to the assault. 


The doctor\'s apprentice 


Marko sighed and looked down at Tony's beaten body. He pulled out a clean cloth and soaked it with water 
before rubbing it against Tony's bare skin 


A small smile crossed Marko's lips. "You're in the infirmary.’ 
Tony grinned. "Ah Marko, and we meet again. But why am | not still tied to the mast like last time?" 
Marko sighed. "Your body was started to attract birds so we moved you inside." 


Tony snorted and rolled his eyes. "Of course. Well, at least | have some company for now. It's a bit lonely out 


there with my bits swinging in the breeze." 


Marko blushed and hid his face behind a curtain of long brown hair. "| bet. You have serious whip marks on 


your body this time. I'm trying to not let them get infected" 


Tony's eyes watched beads of sweat roll down the side of Marko's face. He licked his lips. "How did someone so 


beautiful get stuck on a ship like this? Please tell me you didn't come aboard like | did" 


Marko rinsed out the cloth in the fresh water. "No, | was brought on board with the head doctor. | was his 


assistant in another town. The captain..the captain doesn’t pay me much heed" 


Tony stretched his body on the bed. "Good thing. | would hate to have you submit to a man like that. You 


deserve so much more” 
Marko swallowed hard "Right.um, | have to get more medicine in the hold I'l be right back" 
Tony watched him go and sighed 

KKK 


Tony curled up under the sheet and closed his eyes. Even if hard and lumpy, this was the first mattress he 

touched in three days. His sore, broken body desperately needed some rest. He heard Marko come back in but 
didn't move. Finally relaxing a little, he listened to him putter around the medicine shelves, humming under his 
breath. His quiet voice in a toneless song, the clinking of metal and glass, the crunching of salve in the mortar 


- by the time Marko approached his bed, Tony was almost completely asleep. 


Its so peaceful in here. You wouldn't think its still on the same shp as that tub of lard captain 


"Are you asleep?" said Marko quietly, touching his shoulder. 
"Never for you," leered Tony, turning to face him. "Care to join me?" 
Marko rolled his eyes, a fetching blush spreading over his porcelain skin "l.l have to tend to your wounds." 


"Sure you do," grinned Tony, slowly pushing down the sheet to reveal his naked, bloodied body. "Or maybe you 


just want to see me naked?" 


The blush on Marko's face was crimson now, his eyes lowered as played with the cloth in his hand nervously. 


"l'm just doing my job. Don't move." 


He's so innocent, thought Tony, hissing at the contact with the damp cloth on his skin. / just cant let that 


escape from my grasp. 
"| didn't even ask for your name," he said softly, washing Tony's skin to prepare the wounds for dressing. 


‘It's Tony," said Tony between gritted teeth. "But it really doesn't matter how you call me, as long as you call 


me screaming." 

Marko snorted, blushing and lowering his eyes again. 

Damn he's hot when he smiles, thought Tony. 

"Am..am | hurting you?" asked Marko quietly, spreading the tingling salve into the welts on Tony's legs. 


Tony put his hand over Marko with a slow grin. "No. But you could always tend to my wounds a little higher." 
He pushed Marko's hand between his legs. 


Marko gasped, dropping the jar of salve as he suddenly rose to his feet. "Stop that! I'm just trying to help!" 
"Oh but you are helping," laughed Tony, licking his lips. "I already feel better!" 

"You're incorrigible! You." 

He didn't have the time to finish. The door of the infirmary opened, to admit Elias. 

"What the hell is going on in here?" 

"This guy!" shouted Marko, leaning down to lift the fallen jar. "He doesn't let me tend to his wounds!" 


"Well that doesn't matter," said Elias, reaching the bed in two large strides and grabbing Tony's wrists. "The 


Captain has requested his presence in his quarters anyway." 


The moment Elias tried to drag him off the bed, Tony felt truly afraid. Laying down, with Marko taking care of 
him, he hadn't realized how much his body ached and hurt. He screamed in pain as two days of beatings and 


rotten pirates forcing their way on him came back with a vengeance and his legs gave way, dropping him on 
the floor. 

"Come on, get up. You don't want to keep him waiting." 

"W-wait," he tried. / cant take another day of this. 

But he didn't have to. When Elias tried to pull him out of the infirmary, he found a wall blocking the door. 


"Make, let me through," he grumbled. 


"Oh no you don't!" he shouted, red in the face, spreading his arms to block the door. "He's my patient, and | 
haven't even finished cleaning him!" 


"What the hell does it matter,” snorted Elias, grabbing Tony's arms in his inescapable grip. "He's just a 
prisoner.” He shrugged. "He'll be dead soon anyway." 


"Maybe, but not until he's still under my carel | don't give a fuck if he's a prisoner, | won't let the Captain do 
whatever the hell he wants with my patients!" 


Marko panted with the exertion of screaming. He was not used to rising his voice, but he had found he had no 
choice. That man was despicable, the true scum of the earth not unlike the Captain, and yet..why was he 
protecting him so strongly? He didn't like his Captain putting his nose in his matters, sure, but was that 
prisoner worth getting in trouble? Marko didn't know, but at the same time he didn't think he could have done 
anything else than standing up to Elias. 


He regretted it instantly when the door opened behind his back and he knew, he knew, the Captain had arrived. 


captain gets what captain wants 


"What is this?" shouted Henkka, reducing the whole room in terrified silence. Even Tony stopped struggling for a 


moment. 

"C-captain,” said Elias, finding his voice first. “Everything is all right. We'll be right at your quarters..." 

"Nol" 

Henkka raised his head slowly to the source of the voice. Marko felt his skin crawl. He was suddenly nauseous. 
Over the past few months he'd managed to slip almost completely unnoticed under the Captain's attention, but 
now..now he'd done it. He spent months with his head down, keeping quiet, never speaking and hurrying off 
whenever the Captain was close, but now he was standing up to him, for this..this wretch of a man that 
struggled in Elias! arms. What had he done? Now the Captain had seen him, and his lechers eyes scanning his 
body made him feel sick. 


"And you are...?" 


"|| am." Come on Make. Show some balls once in your life! "I'm the doctor's assistant. And.and he's my patient. 


You can't have him." 

‘lm sorry?" growled Henkka, rounding up on him. "Who the fuck are you to tell me, your Captain, what to do?" 
Marko whimpered, stepping back and finding only wall. His eyes darted around, looking for escape, but he found 
none. Taking a long shaky breath, he spoke. "He's hurt. | need to tend to his wounds. You..you can have him back 


once l'm done." 


Henkka backhanded him violently. The Captain wasn't a huge man, but his rage was powerful. Marko crumpled to 
the ground, blood gushing from his split lip. "I don't fucking care. Elias, bring him to my quarters." 


Not" 
Tony struggled and screamed as Elias dragged him across the wooden floor. His blood stained the boards. 
"He's hurt! You can't have him!" 

Henkka raised a hand and Elias stopped. "| can't, uh?" 

Marko held his cheek and glared up to the Captain. He wasn't going to step down, not at this point: 


"And what do you suggest | do to pass the time, uh?" said Henkka slowly, crouching down to Marko's level. "I'm 


pretty bored. It's hard to rule a ship, do you know that?" He glanced at Tony and back into Marko's teary blue 


eyes. "| just wanted to have some fun with my prisoner, but the doctor's assistant says | can't.” 

"Captain." said Elias. 

"Wait, Elias. | want to know what he suggests." 

"Captain, leave him. He is of no concern to you." 

"No, this is fun," grinned Henkka. He reached out and took Marko's chin in his dirty, rough hand, twisting his 
head around and glaring at him speculatively. "| guess you aren't too bad looking. And I'm really, really bored, 
you know?" His grin opened on his rotten, bucked teeth. "I think | can make an exception this time." 

"Captain." said Elias urgently. 


"N..no." whispered Marko, his eyes huge in terror. 


"Well, aren't you concerned about your patient?" laughed Henkka. "If you really were, you'd be willing to make a 


little sacrifice to save him" His hand rested on Marko's thigh. "Well, are you?" 


Marko scrambled back, hitting the wall behind him. He stumbled and tried to crawl to the side. When he 
reached the corner, he realized he had no escape, the lurid grin of the Captain the only thing in his terrified 
eyes. No. Not again, no.. 


"Elias," said Henkka slowly. "Tie our guest somewhere and lock the door." He pulled off his stained, grayed shirt, 
baring his hairy, flabby chest. "I think we're gonna have some little fun with the nurse.’ 


"P-please," whimpered Marko. "Please..Captain." 


"Let him go, you scum! He's done nothing to youl" screamed Tony, clawing at Elias' bulging arms as he tried to 


get to the Captain. 


Marko couldn't believe it was happening. He couldn't believe the rough hands ripping his clothes apart, he 


couldn't believe the rotten laugh of the Captain on his face as he screamed. 
"LET ME GO!" he cried, sobbing, trying to push him off. But he was so heavy... 


It was not happening. It could NOT happen again. That time his old man had been drunk and weakened by the 
illness that had eaten his brain, and the bronze paperweight had been right there within reach of his small 
child hands. There were no paperweight this time, no weaknesses to save him, just the lustful weight of the 


Captain over him, and pain, and horror. 


Somebody save me..somebody..anybody.. Tony... 


"H-help..." he whimpered between sobs. "Help me..." 
"Shut up," grunted Henkka, pushing his legs open. 


He couldn't do more, as a few moments later, Elias was smashing a jar full of medicine on his head. Blood 


slowly trickled from his temple, his eyes crossed, and he slumped, unconscious, all over Marko's shivering body. 


Still holding the remains of the broken jar, Elias stared at the other two with eyes as shocked and terrified as 
theirs. 


He let the jar drop. 
"Fuck!" 

Xk% 

"Oh my god" whispered Elias, crouching down and pushing the Captain off Marko. "Oh my god, | killed him" 


"Fuck yes you did," laughed Tony, pulling Marko to his feet and giving back his clothes. "And it was fucking 


awesome." 
"Thanks," said Marko quietly, slipping back into his breeches, still racked by shivers. 


Elias pressed two fingers to Henkka's neck and waited. Then, he finally sighed in relief. "Oh thank god. He's just 


out cold" 


Tony freed Henkka's dagger from his discarded pants. "Good," he grinned, testing the tip with his finger. "Let's 
finish him." He passed the blade to Marko. "Wanna do the honors?" 


Marko stared at the knife as if he could not understand what it is. What was he supposed to do? He crouched 
down on the floor and lifted the Captain's head, exposing his pale, bare neck. Slit his throat? Was that what he 


was supposed to do? A eye for an eye? Finally free themselves from his rule? 


No, he couldn't do it. He was not yet a doctor, he had not spoken an oath, but he was still a healer of sorts. He 


was not a murderer. Even if the Captain was scum, he could not take his life, not here on the infirmary floor. 
Ím really not cut out to be on a pirate shp, he thought grimly. 

"Ll can't do it. Hts.its not." 

"Oh for fuck's sake," grunted Tony, snatching the dagger out of his hands. "Scoot over, let me do it! 


Just as he prepared to strike, a hand stopped him. 


"Please, don't," said Elias. 
"What? You kidding me?" 
"Please, don't kill him! I'm begging you!" 


"You should have thought about it before you conked over the head with a vase, Waterboy." He pressed the 
blade to Henkka's throat. "Goodnight, Captain." 


"Stop!" 


Tony pushed Elias off. "Get off me, you stupid oaf! What the fuck is wrong with you? Why don't you want me 
to kill the bastard?" 


Why? Elias didn't know why. He should have wanted to. The Captain had bought him, like one buys cattle, and 
had always treated him just as such. He'd forced himself on him more times than he cared to count, broken 
him in any conceivable way. From the day the ship had left the port where he'd been sold to the trade, he'd 
been savagely beaten, used, and all around treated like an animal. He couldn't even eat with the crew in the 
galley, or play and drink with them - but they all could have a pass at him if they so decided, and if he 
rebelled he was the one to be punished. He always had to do the dirtiest jobs, always had to take care of the 
Captain's playthings..or what remained of them. He could not sleep in the quarters. He had to sleep in the 
Captain's cabin, on his beck and call, on the floor like a dog Unless the Captain fell asleep right after using him 
and allowed him to sleep in the bed. For three long years, Elias had been a slave on this ship. For three 


interminable years, the Captain had not once shown him a single glimpse of kindness. 

So why was he having mercy on him? 

"|. don't know. But..don't. Please." He took the knife out of Tony's hands. "I'll do whatever you want" 
"Can you get us off this tub?" asked Tony. 

Elias nodded. "Wait, us?" 

"Me and Marko here. And you. Pretty sure he won't like it when he wakes up." 


"L.I can. | know this ship inside out. We could take a longboat. If we tie him up here, nobody will come looking for 
a while. We'll be on our way back to the port before they even know what happened.” 


Tony grinned, taking Henkka's clothes and pulling them on. "All right. Let's do things your way this once. Marko?" 


Marko looked up with frightened eyes. 


"Grab anything you think we might need. Food and water if you can Quietly” 
"Y-yes, It won't take more than a few minutes. 

"Good. What's your name, Waterboy?" 

" Elias" 


"Then Elias, help me tie up your Captain. We're going on a cruise!" 


Slavation? 


Everybody was too busy on deck to notice the three man sneaking across the ship to the longboats. The 
Captain had given orders not to be disturbed until sundown, so nobody went to look for him, and most certainly 
didn't find him wrapped up in sheets and gagged in the closet of the infirmary. Elias, true to his word, did lead 
them safely. 


Tony, the too baggy Captain's clothes snapping in the wind, climbed in. He might have copped a feel when he 
helped Marko into the boat. 


Then, they both stared at Elias, still standing by the rail 
"Come on, Waterboy. Get in before they spot us” 

"Elias," said Marko quietly. "You can't stay. 

"| know... 

"He will kill you for what you've done. 

Elias’ face crumpled. "| wish you weren't right" 


Tony rolled his eyes. "Look, | don't know why you're getting all emotional over leaving Captain Rape over there, 


but you can't turn back now. If you stay, you're dead." 

Without another word, Elias climbed into the boat and started slowly lowering it. As soon at they hit the 
water, they started rowing, getting as far away from the ship as they could, stopping to rest only when it 
was just a tiny speck on the horizon. 

Elias looked at that tiny speck dip over the line and disappear. 


Yes, he had been treated like a dog. Yes, the abuse had never once stopped. 


But now he didn't even have that. He could not even trick himself into thinking somebody might have needed 


him. 
There goes the only home Ive ever known. 


"Hey," said Marko quietly, touching his arm. "You all right?" 


Elias reached up to touch his face and was shocked to find it wet. He wiped his eyes, but the tears didn't seem 
to want to stop. 


"Yeah," he breathed. "I'll be fine" 

XE% 

Tony frowned and grimaced on the hard plank in the boat. No matter how he sat, the pain from the gang 
rapes still echoed on his worn body. He watched Marko's strong muscles ripple like wildfire underneath his 
short sleeved shirt. Licking his lips, he grimaced and moved closer to Marko's position. 


"Careful, you don't want to strain yourself." 


Marko shuddered, Tony's breath washing across the back of his neck Why is always this close? What could be 


possibly see n me that doesnt involve us fucking? 


Tony reached up to brush the twinkling drops of sweat that plummeted down Marko's brow. "In this moonlight, 
you look like a Greek god." 


Elias rolled his eyes and took another strong pull on the oar. "God, are you going to carry on like this the whole 


way to shore?" 


Tony chuckled and reached up to squeeze Elias’ bulging upper muscle. "Like you don't like it. That hard cock 


says otherwise. Don't worry, | can do two at once if need be" 


Marko sighed and stopped rowing, his heart breaking with that last sentence from Tony. "Is that land in the 


distance?" 
Tony and Elias squinted their eyes in unison at the cloudless horizon to where Marko was pointing to. 
Elias broke the silence first. "| don't think so. It looks like another ship." 


Marko hand clinched tightly on the oar. Had they not gotten far enough? / didnt want to go back to that shp. 
Please god, no 


Tony cocked his head to the side. "ls that ship massive or is it my imagination?" 
Elias snorted. "More like you lecherous imagination 
Tony turned back to Elias and shot him a filthy wink He so wants me. I can taste it 


eR 


Elias and Marko stopped their row and waited for the ship to get closer. 


Tony sighed and watched them with annoyance. "Are you two going to do something? Sitting here in the hot 
sun isn't my idea of fun" 


Elias grit his teeth and kept staring at the approaching ship. "Will you be quiet! Don't you have something 


better to do than complain every five minutes?" 
Tony opened his mouth and then closed it. He stared down at the bottom of the boat defeated. 


Marko frowned. Dammit why am I feeling this way about him? He's treated me like shit and now | want to hold 


him. H doesn't make any sense 


The large ship sounded its horn and pulled alongside the longboat. A short blond haired man leaned over the 


side and rose an eyebrow. "You need assistance down there?" 


Elias nodded. "Yes sir, we've been adrift for hours now. We need to get to the nearest port, but without a map 


we are at the mercy of the currents." 
The man nodded. "Very well, we're on our way to Lisbon. We'll take you as far as there." 


Elias smiled. "Oh thank you sir, we are very grateful." 


Ropes were thrown over the side of the ship. Elias and Marko grabbed a hold of them and attached the hemp 
ropes to the side of the boat. 


Marko smiled and turned back to Tony. "Looks like we don't have to sit in the sun for much longer.” 


Tony didn't answer, his body lay crumpled on the boat floor. 


žk% 


Marko paced outside of Tony's room. A million shattered thoughts whizzed through his head and most revolved 
around the man that now lay unconscious in the infirmary. His face crumpled, willing the tears from falling 


from his face. 


He should have known Tony was too weak to travel this far. Why did he even have to meet Tony in the first 
place? Why didn't the head doctor take Tony instead? That odious man was worming his way into his heart and 
for the life of him he couldn't figure out why it was. He should be as far as he possibly could from that 


lecherous person..and yet, he craved him. His touch, the warm breath on his face. 


His cock hardened in his pants, visions of him claiming Tony's lips for a passionate kiss, hands grabbing a hold 
of every piece of delicious flesh that he could touch. 


It had been a long time since Marko had felt the gentle touch of a lover. Just once had he felt it and in the 


end it was never meant to be. The one who held his heart helplessly slain before his eyes. 
He shuddered and wrapped his arms around himself to fill the chilly void that gushed open 
"Do you need a blanket or something? We have plenty in the hold.” 

Marko gasped, a heavenly voice filled his ears. He looked up and his eyes widened. 


A divine apparition stood in front of him. Long blond hair framed the striking baby-soft face and blue velvet 
clothes hugged the delicate curves of his body. 


My god, he's gorgeous. Say something you moron! 

The man cocked his head to the side, curiosity filling his face. "You ok? You look like you've seen a ghost 
Marko swallowed hard "Um. ..no... just.umn... 

The man chuckled and patted Marko on the arm. "Toke your time" 


A swirl of emotions filled Marko's body. His face burned a hot red just like his arm to which the stranger still 
had his hand on. 


The man smiled and removed his hand. "Sorry about that. My father told me that he picked up some stranded 


men and | wanted to come greet them. | assume you're one of them?" 

Marko nodded. "Um, yeah | am. My name is..um, Marko." 

"Nice to meet you Marko, my name is Tommy." 

Tommy held his hand out for Marko to shake and Marko stared down at it dumbfounded. 
Why does he want to shake my hand? Did | make some sort of deal or something? 
Tommy's eyebrow arched. "I've washed it, if that's what you're wondering." 


Marko shook his head and stammered. "No..no, it's not that. | just..'m not used to much human contact. | just... 
just fix people up." 


Tommy's eyes widened. "Oh! You're a doctor? Why didn't you say so, they could probably use some help in 


there." 
Marko backed away from Tommy. "No...no, I'm just an assistant. | don't want to get in there way." 
Tommy grabbed Marko by the hand and pulled his toward the door. "Nonsense, l'm sure you'll do fine.” 


Marko blushed and sighed. The last thing he wanted to do was see Tony. 


angst machine is a rumbling 


Elias sat in the galley and sulked. A million thoughts ran through his head and most involved his former 
captain. The man was a gross, unwashed. tub of flab. And yet, Elias would be lying if his heart didn't skip a 
beat when a mental photograph of the short, burly Henkka appeared in his mind. For all of the times Henkka 
treated him like shit (daily, pretty much), he took it without question. Without hesitation, without resistance. 
| am | crazy? Why the fuck do | even care about him? 

Elias sighed and gulp some of his beer. 

A sailer sat down next to him. "You look like shit, mate." 


Elias frowned and looked up. "Who are you?" 


The sailor chuckled. "No one of any consequence. Just curious as to why you keep frowning in the beer. Not 


good enough for you?" 


Elias snorted and shook his head. "No, it's not the beer - its fine. | just..have you ever liked someone that 
treated you like crap?" 


"Well yeah, but | married her anyway. Had too, since | knocked her up real good. A pair of twin boys." 
What the fuck is this guy going on about? 
Elias stared at the man. "Errr, what? That's not what | meant." 


The man patted Elias on the arm. "Then, pray tell, let me know what you meant. So far, all | got is you angsting 


over someone." 
Elias opened his mouth and then closed it. "Wait, how did you know that?" 


The man smacked Elias hard on the back and howled with laughter. "Because mate, you just told me. You asked 


me if | liked someone that treated me like crap. That means you're doing exactly that." 
'|.fuck. That wasn't my intent. | just..l guess I'm not making any sense." 


The man cocked his head to the side. "Whats your problem, mate? | told you that | understood what you 
meant. What's with the last bit?" 


Elias sighed. "Look, | just want to be alone. Please leave me." 


The man frowned. "Errr, ok. Whatever, mate. Though you ain't going to get the answers you're looking for 


angsting all of the time. It's just going to drive you mad. Just tell the bloke that you like him. Simple as that" 
What the fuck? How dd he know that it was a guy? 

Elias opened his mouth and the sailor put his hand up. 

"No, don't say anything, I'l just leave you be as you asked" 

Elias watched the man leave the room and frowned. 

What the fuck just happened here? 

RIKER 

Marko was shoved into the sterile room and handed someone clean cloths. 

The ship's doctor locked up and motioned for Marko to come closer. 

Marko stayed back, eyes taking in Tony's unconscious body laying on the table. 

Why the hell am I here? I cant do ts Not with hm here. Even if he is out cold It's just too... 
"Boy, get over here already! | need you to clean these wounds” 


Marko shuffled over to the bed and washed the blood off Tony's deep whip marks across his chest. He half 
expected Tony to sit up and proposition him like he always did. 


Instead Tony's body was motionless and silent. Almost like he was dead. 

Marko's eyes closed tight. God no, please stop. | don’t want fo see those memories again! 

*** flashback *** 

The night was quiet, not even the crickets disturbing the peace. The moon shone high, bathing the woods 
surrounding the manor in silver. Sitting by the windowsill, breathing deeply into the warm breeze of midnight, 
Marko listened for any noise, but heard only the thundering of his own heart. 


Tomorrow at this hour, from where he was going to look at the moon? 


It didn't matter. What mattered was that he was going to look at it with the love of his life at his side. He 
didn't care that they were going to be on the run, or live in poverty for a while. He was going to be free, 
finally released by the golden cage he'd been forced to live in since his father fell ill, free from the morbid 


looks of the man, free from his lingering, sinful touches. Free to live his life. Free to love as his heart 


commanded him to. 


Free to give himself to somebody for the first time, with no other pressure than the unbreakable tie around 


his heart. 


The pebble that bounced off the glass pane made startled him, but he caught the gasp before it escaped his 
lips. Slowly, carefully, as silently as he could, he opened the window. The old thing always creaked, but tonight it 
seemed to smile at his brash actions, and didn't. He looked down, and saw him. His heart threatened to jump out 
of his mouth it was beating so fast, as if it was trying to reach him even before Marko could. 


Fighting the urge to shout his name, he called him silently. "Mikko!" 


His love smiled up at him, and Marko had no fear anymore. They were going to be together now, from this 
night and forever. He quietly climbed out of the window, slinging his small pack over and tossing it at Mikko. 
Then, praying to all saints that no noise betray him, he started to climb down The roses his mother heaped 
more care on than her only son were, for once, a godsend. The thorns pricked his hands as he made his way 
down the high trellis, but Marko did not pay it any mind. The pain kept him sharp and careful, focused on not 
waking the sleeping house. Before long, his feet were touching the ground, and then he was in the arms of his 
other half, breathing again. 


‘| was starting to think you'd never come," he whispered in his soft, silky hair. 


"Silly," said Mikko, his quiet laughter like soft silver chimes. "You know I'd travel through hell for you. You 


ready?" 


‘I've been since | met you." Marko kissed him on his pouty lips. He tasted like freedom, and life. "Now take me 


away." 


"As you wish," laughed Mikko on his mouth, and took his hand, ready to break into a run through the dark 


woods. 


They didn't have the time to make a single step that the quiet of the night was shattered, like their dreams of 
love and freedom, by the thundering crack of the lord's rifle. 


The blood hit Marko on the face, warm and sticky. Mikko's eyes were huge and white in the moonlight, his 
blood black as it gushed from his lips. 


"Run," he hissed, stumbling. 
But he was still standing, he could still make it. He'd studied, he could fix him up, they could still make it.. 


They didn't run far before Mikko fell to his knees. His brilliant white shirt was black with blood now, his eyes 


dull. 


"Come on," whimpered Marko, pulling his hand, tears rolling unchecked from his eyes. "Come on. Just a little bit 


longer, please...” 


But Mikko was already limp, his body already becoming heavy and cold. Marko knew he was still alive just for 
his sake, but he could not accept it. 


"Please," he begged. "Mikko, please. Don't leave me..please...Don't leave me alone...” 
"Go," croaked Mikko, tears washing the blood off his face. "Go and never come back." 
"No! I'm not leaving without you! It has no meaning without you!" 


"Please." Mikko's voice was getting faint and weak, drowned by his wet, gurgling breath. “Even if I'm not there 
to see it. Be happy." 


"No. No. No. Mikko..." 
"Live, Make. Live for me too." 
His eyes slipped closed, and never opened again. His labored breath stopped, the blood trickling down his lips now. 


Marko shook him. He didn't move. 


"Wake up," he sobbed. "Open your eyes. Mikko! Open your eyes! We're..we're going away! We're gonna live 
together!" 


But Mikko never opened his eyes. 
Blind with grief and pain, Marko run, and never came back. 


But he wasn't sure he was living as Mikko had told him to. Every waking moment tinged with the horror of 
that night. 


Until today. 


"I hope this is what you meant, Mikko," he whispered, pressing his lips to Tony's cold, motionless hand. 


Tony\'s life sucks. Omg. 
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Tony groaned and shift around in bed. His hand flailed wildly at his sides, muscles unwilling to move to his will 
He sighed and settled for just opening his eyes. 


Brown orbs took in the plain white room with curtains surrounding him. He surmised that he was in some sort 


of infirmary but it didn't know for sure. 


A frown filled his face, body yearning for Marko to be there. To make everything all right, to stop the ache in 
his heart. He wasn't sure what had happened but something was making him want Marko's gentle touch right 


now. Hell, he would settle for anyone's touch at this point. Alone in some room was not his idea of fun 


Tears filled Tony's eyes, the physical and mental anguish finally making its presence known after all this time. 
Marko was all he could think about. His long brown hair framing the long face, his solid body protecting Tony 


from harm against the Captain's greedy hands, his sinful mouth curved into a smile. 


Marko's image filled his dreams and fantasies. Dominating Tony to his will, taking him wholly and making him a 
slave to the shy medic's needs. He groaned and rubbed against the tight white shirt covering his body. Lust 
and passion filled his being, clouding his thoughts for a brief moment until the images of that day filled his 


memory again. 
Tony moaned, tears streaming down his face, his body still unable to move. 


FEKE 


Light streamed in through the windows, illuminating his face in the darkened room. He sighed and sat up in bed, 
covers sliding down his body. His eyes shifted to the right side of the empty bed. 


There his lover had laid just the night before. Now there was just an empty void and his scent to remind Tony 


that anyone had ever been there. 
Again. 


Tony reached out, his fingertips brushing against the wrinkles in the perfect white of the sheets. He could 
almost trick himself into believing he could still feel the warmth of his body, heavy with sleep and sex. He 
could almost trick himself into believing he had just left, called away for an important errand or just for the 


outhouse. 


Just as he kept trying to trick himself into believing that what Jani felt for him was something more than the 
lust for his body, something more meaningful than the brief, exciting rutting of their bodies in squalid inn 


rooms. 


But Jani was not downstairs, Tony knew that. He wasn't getting breakfast, he wasn't washing up. He was gone, 
disappeared from his life again as he always did, without a word, without even letting Tony know when he'd be 
back - if he'd ever be back. 


At first Tony thought he was not going to come back. The pain of that thought had been unbearable, a deep, 
pitch-black pit of emptiness and loneliness drilled directly into his heart, sucking all the life and will out of him. 
For weeks he'd dragged himself along, alive only in the sense he was breathing, unable to make his aching heart 
face the fact that after finally knowing the touch of the one he'd loved from afar seemingly forever, he had 


been left alone, discarded like an old jacket. 


Then, Jani had come back. Tony had wanted to be angry, to accuse him, to demand something of him, but he 
couldn't. The need to fill that hole into him had been too strong, and before he knew it, they were kissing, they 


were touching, they were joined. And then, before he had time to feel content, Jani was gone again 


Now, he knew Jani was going to come back eventually, that he always came back and that he was always going 
to come back as long as Tony was still warm and willing in the nights when the cold overtook him, ready to 
take his burden when the weight of the world became too heavy for him to carry alone. But it hadn't stopped 
hurting yet. The hole carved in his heart was smaller now, but still deep, its edges frayed and jagged with 
wear. It wasn't going to hold on much more before it broke forever. 


Tony swung his legs off the bed and started putting on his clothes, piece by piece. As he did so, he vowed to 
himself, like a silent prayer. He vowed to himself that he would not wait anymore. He was through with waiting. 
He vowed to himself to never mislead anybody the way Jani had with him. He couldn't bear the thought that 
anybody would feel as he did, and that itd be his fault. 


And then, as he closed the door on the last shards of what had been his first love, still scattered between the 
mussed sheets, he vowed to never let anybody close enough to his heart to punch another hole into it. If he 
had to seal his heart to avoid it breaking, he would do it. He was sure that after this, there would be nobody 


else that could change his mind. 


He sighed as the door clicked and his life took a different direction 


eR 


His eyes blinked open in the dim lights of the infirmary. Marko felt him move under his hands as he cleaned 
out the wounds on his chest, and his heart skipped a beat. 


"Tony," he murmured. 


Tony swung slow, unfocused eyes on him. "Take your fucking hands off me," he growled, the slur in his voice 
making spit trickle down his loose lips. "Don't fucking touch me." 


"But..but I..." 

"That ship has long sailed," said Tony, weakly pushing Marko's hands away. "I don't give a shit about you." 
Marko thought he knew what it felt like when your heart breaks in a million pieces. But Mikko had been cruelly 
taken from him - he'd never been refused this way, never felt his slowly budding attention being rejected so 
harshly. He struggled to breathe around the throbbing pain in his chest. 


"| have to take care of you," he stammered. 


Tony laughed. It was a dirty, scoffing laugh, cruel and bitter. "Bit too late for that." He grunted and tried to 


turn on the other side. "I never want To see you again" 


Marko could not take anymore. He dropped the salve and ran for the door, his blood roaring in his ears and his 


body threatening to fail 


Tony, still clinging to the wisps of a ghost Jani, lost consciousness again. 


let the fucking comment 
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Marko ran and ran. As far as his long legs would take him away from that room, away from that pain. Tears 


streamed down his face, lips quivering as his mind relived every spiteful word out of Tony's mouth. 
He passed random crew members without acknowledging them. They couldn't know his pain, they couldn't know 
how it felt to have his beating heart ripped out his chest and stomped on the ground like a used cigarette. No 


one could know how that felt, how it made his life meaningless in an instant. 


Ran and ran, his tired legs took him around the ship over and over like a rat in a maze. He needed to get away, 


away from this cursed ship, away from Tony and his blasted mouth 
Marko's eyes slipped shut, legs still pulling him along this destructive path. 
Thud 

Marko's eyes opened and looked forward. 

Tommy cocked his head fo the side. "Marko, what is wrong?" 


Marko flung himself into Tommy open arms and burrowed against the blond's long neck. "Oh Tommy, he hurt 


me sol" 
Tommy frowned and held Marko's distraught body close to his own. "I don't understand, who has hurt you?" 


Tears ran down Marko's face and onto Tommy's flowing shirt. "T-Tony has. He was so mean and cruel. I've 


never seen him like that." 


The blond's hands stroked Marko's long brown locks and held him tighter. "I'm sorry he distressed you, Marko. 


Is he still interned in the infirmary?" 


Marko shuddered and nodded, bumping his head against Tommy's milky soft chin. "Yyes, he is. | never..l never 


want to go back in there again | can't..| can't see him again." 


Tommy leaned down and gently kissed Marko's forehead. "Then you shall not. | wouldn't force you to be with a 


man who treats you unjustly. Come on, lets hasten back to your cabin and speak no more about it” 


eR 


Elias didn't want to be alone. The more time he spent alone, the more he couldn't keep the obnoxious presence 
of the Captain out of his thoughts. And he was confused enough about what he felt as it was. He didn't want 


to think more. 


He looked for Marko, but to his dismay, he couldn't find him. The young, innocent nurse was at times too shy, 
and jumpy - but he was a good guy and Elias actually enjoyed his company. Of all the ship's crew, Make had 
always been the one to treat him like a human being instead of a beast of burden or a place to put his cock. It 
was probably the reason he'd protected him from the Captain He just couldn't stand to see someone so nice to 
be abused. And being here with him of all people, knowing they'd taken him away from that rotten ship, was 
the only good thing of this whole predicament. 


He wandered aimlessly around the deck for a while before realizing he was probably looking after Tony in the 
infirmary. Elias didn't particularly like the man - he hadn't from the beginning - but despite all odds Make 
seemed to have taken a shine to him. With a sigh, Elias descended the stairs to the medical quarters, hoping to 
catch a little of the young nurse. Maybe he could shed some light on the confusion that reigned in Elias’ mind. 


The infirmary was quiet and empty when he came in. The only one there was Tony, bandaged and cleaned up 
and fast asleep in one of the beds. He was about to sit next to him and wait for Make, when he noticed the 
basin of water close by. He hadn't even noticed how dirty he was until he'd laid his eyes on it, but now he 

couldn't stop yearning for the chance to wash away the rotten stench of that ship off his skin and clothes. 


Maybe, he thought desperately, if / wash his smell off me | won't think about him anymore. 


That sealed the deal. There was nobody there, and Tony was asleep anyway. The water in the basin was clean 
and cool, and there was actual soap next to it, and clean linen to dry up. Elias couldn't remember the last time 
he had a chance to wash up properly instead of being splashed with a bucket on the deck. He took off his shirt 
and splashed water on his face, feeling the grime slither through his fingers. 


From the bed, still hazy from the slowly lowering fever, Tony watched him through heavy-lidded eyes. The dim 
lights of the lanterns danced on Elias‘ toned muscles, refracting in a million tiny diamonds as he splashed water 
on his shoulders and arms. Tony bit his lip as Elias ran wet fingers through his hair, untying it and letting it 
down. What had looked like a clump of greasy hay came loose in shiny strands, the color of burnt honey, fine 


as silk thread. Tony hissed and wondered if that hair was as soft as it looked. 


Elias dipped a cloth into the water and rubbed it across his chest. Tony followed its every move across the 
man's strong, chiseled torso. The heavy work he'd been clearly doing on the pirate ship had paid off - his skin 
was smooth and tanned under the dirt, his muscles perfect. His little dark nipples tightened into hard buds 
when the cool water touched them, making Tony's mouth water. Water trickled down his taunt belly, drawing 
lighter paths into the layer of dirt and dust that covered his hairless skin, dampening his dark breeches as it 


went down. 


That was when Elias turned and realized Tony was sitting up in bed, and staring with eyes dark with fever and 


desire. 
"Oh," he said, wringing the cloth in his hands, very conscious of his bare body. 


Tony licked his lips. He'd been having weird, sad dreams. All he wanted to do was not think about it. And Elias 
was just the thing. 


"You're gorgeous," he growled 

Elias blushed, feeling his body tense. That..the Captan.sometimes, when he was too drunk to hithe.. 
"Come over here," said Tony, patting the bed. "Let's have a little fun, shall we?" 

Elias, completely unable to reject the pull of his body, went over to the bed 

When Tony claimed his lips, pushing him forcefully on the bed, he finally felt a little at peace. 

KKK 

"W-wait" gasped Elias, surprised by how strong a man as small as Tony could be. "You're. you're hurt. 


‘Ive been worse," he laughed, pinning Elias! arms above his head. "And it's your fault too if I'm all sore." He 


licked a strip down Elias‘ neck. "I think | deserve some retribution" 
"Oooh," moaned Elias. 


Tony laughed, rubbing his naked, bandaged body all over Elias, feeling his excitement against his overheated skin. 
| knew you wanted me," he growled. 


Elias whimpered, bucking under the attack. "l..mmmm...| don't!" 


Tony pushed Elias' breeches down, wrapping his hand around Elias' straining hard manhood. "Then what is this?" 
he laughed dirtily. Elias screamed in pleasure, arching off the bed. "Face it Elias..you want me." 


"N..no.l'm not." 


Tony slipped between Elias’ legs, pulling them around his sides. He grinned, "Time to make my point. Over and 


over again, if | have to." 


Elias bucked violently when Tony pushed inside of him, throwing his head. Tony held him down, rocking with the 


thrusts like one tames a wild, powerful stallion. 


"Tell me you want me," he growled, biting into his shoulder, feral and dominant. "Tell me!" 


"L| don't.t.." Elias moaned, his eyes opening to look into Tony's. He looked like a wild animal above him, his red 


curls like blood around his face, his sharp teeth like the fangs of a beast. "T-take me. Take me..." 


"Now we're talking," laughed Tony, rocking into that incredible body, making him his, losing himself in Elias’ tight 


warmth. 

Elias was surprised when Tony slowed down. He kept expecting him to keep rutting on him until completion, he 
kept expecting a backhand if he made too much noise, but they never came. Tony took his sweet time inside of 
him, touching Elias, kissing his lips and his skin, pulling his hair without hurting. Elias reached out to touch 
Tony's face, gasping when Tony bit his thumb softly, with a dirty grin. 

Elias didn't remember ever smiling having sex, but he did now, and Tony smiled with him and thrust faster. 
"T..Tony..” 

"You like that, uh," laughed Tony. 


"Yeah...yeah.." breathed Elias, his head thrown back in ecstasy. 


Tony grunted, shifting between Elias legs and thrusting even faster. "Such.such a shame..so beautiful..and 


never fucked properly." 
"Tonyyy," moaned Elias. 
"You wanted your little Captain to fuck you like this, didn't you," muttered Tony, pressing his lips to Elias’ neck. 


"Nol No, l." 


Tony ground against him, their heated bodies rubbing against each other. Elias felt his body break in a million 


pieces as orgasm and realization came at the same time. 


"C..captain.." he sighed, and then nothing more as their desire joined together, and was like a dam of release 
suddenly and violently broke at once, bringing them both to ecstasy on a roaring wave of blinding guilty 


pleasure. 


the moment of thurthilll 


Tommy walked through the ship intent on finding the infirmary before Marko woke up and wondered where 
he'd gone. He had to stop this madness once and for all. That odious man that lay in the bed should not be 
allow to hurt something some delicate like Marko. His heart ached at the thought of that man taking pleasure 


in breaking Marko's gentle soul. 

He turned the corner and paused outside of the infirmary. There was no reason to rush in with his guns 
blazing, he needed to calmly and nicely tell Tony to leave the innocent doctor alone. He didn't want it to 
downgrade into a shouting match. The last thing he needed was his father coming down on him for bothering 
the guests with petty nonsense. 


His well manicured hand grabbed the door knob and turned it slightly. A rush of lustful noises filled his ears 
and being. 


Tommy stared at the scene playing out before him with utter shock. Tony and Elias coupled together in a 
passionate display of lust. His face twisted into a grimace, horrified of what it would do to poor Marko if he 
found out about it. 


He shook his head and walked out of the room and softly closed the door. Hands full of anger balled up beside 
his waist. They would pay for this injustice. They would pay for it with their lives. 


FKE 


Marko woke up with start. The last remnants of his nightmare still filtering in his mind. Tony was standing 


over him in the dream calling him a foul matter of names and laughing while he did it. 
He shivered and tried to relax his weary mind. His eyes glanced around the room to find that he was alone. 


A frown crossed his face, sad that Tommy had left him while he slept. Maybe he'd been called away for 


something? 


Marko hoped that was the case, because he couldn't take anymore trauma to his heart. He'd already had 


enough to last his lifetime in this day. 


He sighed and got out of bed. A million confusing thoughts clouded his vision. He couldn't think straight anymore 


when it came to Tony. 
In reality he should be angry at what Tony had said, he should be vowing to have nothing else to do with him. 


Instead, he was turning the door knob of his cabin in search of the redhead. 


RK 

The captain paced across the deck, squinting in the distance at the calm waters. He knew the crew was 
watching him, the memory of his embarrassment fresh in their simple minds. A fearsome pirate captain tied 
up like a bitch, naked, in a closet, with a huge bump on his head. And the ones doing this to him were a male 
nurse, a slave and a fucktoy. 


Henkka didn't think the shame of that moment was going to stop burning until he lived. 


Or until he had Tony's blood on his hands, finally teaching him to mess with him.and with what was his by 
right. 


He clawed at his crotch annoyedly. The fact that Elias was gone too wasn't helping any. He had a lot of stress 
to deal with, and nobody to unleash it on. His hands itched at the thought of giving back to Elias all he'd had to 
go through. 


Because he was going to bring him back. 


And make damn sure he didn't think getting uppity again was an option. He was going to break him all over 
again, rip all the defiance and willpower out of him if he had to. And make sure he'd never leave again. 


"Captain," said the first mate quietly as he passed by him. 
"Any news?" 


The first mate shook his head. "Nay, captain. We did not see them or the boat yet. Maybe they've gotten to 


land." 

Henkka seethed. "Then we'll follow them on land." 
The first mate sighed. "Captain" 

"We will find them." 

"Captain, there is no reason to." 


Henkka was in his face in a moment, blazing with fury, intimidating even in his small size. "They made fun of 


me," he growled. "They harmed me. They stole from me. And I'm getting back what's mine." 
"You can get a dozen slaves in the next town over.." 


The captain's dagger was pressed against his bare throat before he knew what was happening. "What happens 
to those who steal from Captain Klingenberg? Your friend Janne knows that, do you want to learn it too? Do 


you miss him so much?" 


The first mate swallowed, trembling in helpless rage over being reminded of the unjust fate of his partner. 
"Those who steal from you, Captain," hissed, "have to die." 


"Damn right. Now get back to finding those sons of bitches," he snarled as he sheathed the knife again. 


Henkka watched him as he made his hasty retreat, wondering if he was going to have to deal with it before 


this was over. 
"That would be a pain in the ass," he muttered. "You better not betray me, Jani." 


eR 


Make quickened his pace to the infirmary. He had to know once and for all if Tony really hated him so. That he 


had no interest of spending the rest of his life with an innocent medic. 


He couldn't bear to know but he had to know. He had to find out if his heart really was wrong in thinking that 
odious man could ever love someone like him. If anyone could ever love a screwed up assistant medic like he 


wanted them to. 


All he wanted was to be loved and happy. It's not much to ask for in this life but somehow it always alluded 
his grasp over the years. For once, he wanted to feel the love of a gentle touch on his broken body. Would 


Tony be the one for this? Or just another shattered dream on the frozen over ground. 


Marko stopped beside the door and sighed. Everything in that room held his life in a balance. And everything in 
that room could destroy his life in a instant within a few words. Was he really ready for this? Could his 
damaged heart really take the pain of knowing the truth? 


He turned the knob and walked inside. 


angst angts angst 


The smell of freshly fucked bodies filled the air. Marko looked down at the bed and screamed. A scream to end 


all screams; one of pain and hurt, death and dread, anger and frustration 


Elias' eyes flew open, the sudden high pitched noise shaking him out of the bounds of post sexual sleep. He 


glanced around the room and stopped on Marko's trembling form at the doorway. 


"You..you, motherfucker! How could you take what's mine? You're just like your filthy captain! Always fucking 
anyone and be damned to everyone else!" 


Elias sat up and bed and shook his head. "No no, Marko it's not what you think! | didn't.! wasn't the one...” 


Marko ran over to the bed and decked Elias across the face. "Save it for someone who cares! You miserable 


fucking bastardl 


Tears formed in Elias eyes, his head still shaking from side to side. "No Marko, | didn't do this. Tony..Tony made 


me do this! It's his fault, not mine." 


Tony was shook awake by the movement to the bed. His bleary eyes tried to focus on what was happening 
around him. 


Marko hit Elias again, this time in the stomach. "| trusted you! And this is how you repay that? You're just like 
all the rest! The only thing in life that rules you is your fucking cock!" 


Tony's eyes went wide, shocked to see Marko beating on Elias this way. He reached out and intercepted another 


punch to Elias’ face. "What the hell are you doing? Marko." 


Marko took his other hand and hit Elias anyway, frustration and pain eating away the gapping wound in his 
chest. 


Tony sighed and did something that he didn't want to do. He reached over and slapped Marko across the face. 


Tony bit his lip, tears shining in his eyes. "Yes, | did. Dammit Marko, just stop. Please?" 


Marko nodded his head, his legs giving out underneath him, crashing him to the ground Tears streamed down 
his face, his lips trembling and repeating the word "why" over and over again. 


Tony groaned and swung his legs over the side of the bed. "Marko, | don't understand about all of this. It's not 
like Elias and | haven't done this before. Granted before it was mostly closer to rape but still. Why are you 


acting this way?" 


Marko bit his lip, absent hand brushing away the cascading tears falling down his face. "l.."l..] thought you liked 
me." He lifted his eyes to him, flashing with disgust. "But apparently you like everybody." 


Anger lit up Tony's face. "What the fuck is that supposed to mean?" 


Marko climbed up from the floor and shook his head. "I was a fool to ever think you cared about me. You're 
just like Elias!" 


Elias eyes bugged out. "Hey!" 


Tony scrambled out of the bed, wrapping the sheets around his naked body, the marks of his coupling with 
Elias still clear between the bandages. "You leave him out of this!" 


Marko's eyes blazed with hate. "And why the fuck should 1? | leave you alone for an hour and you're already 
throwing yourself at him!" 


Tony walked over to stand in front of Marko and snorted. "Yeah well, it's not like you gave me a choice. When 


have you ever given a fuck about me? l'm just your...your patient! 


"You're..you're right." Marko's shoulders slumped in defeat. "Thats what you are. | just.." Marko looked up at 
Tony with tears in his eyes. "| just wanted more.” 


Tony sighed and reached up to brush the tears from Marko's face. "You can have more. You just have to tell 


me, show me that you want what | have." 


Tony bit his lip and leaned over to kiss Marko's lips. The sweet taste of love filled his being, warming his blood 
like nothing else. That is until the memories came crashing back. 


"Please, dont go. |.you can stay this time. Please." 
Jani snorted and replaced his discarded clothes onto his sex sweat covered body. "You're pathetic, Tony." 
Tony sighed and stared at the ground. '! want.../ want...please, don't go this time." 


Jani rolled his eyes and finished buttoning his shirt. "Youre nothing more than a whore. Thats all you'll ever be to 


anyone. i 


Tony broke off the kiss and backed away from Marko. "No, no..god no. Its not... can't... 


Marko stared at Tony confused. "Tony? What's wrong?" 
"No..no, | don't want to see that. Please no..." 
Marko reached out and touched Tony's arm, intent on bring him back closer. “Tony, tell me what's wrong?" 


Tony's body crumbled to the floor, tears digging deep groves into his face. "I will never be anything more than 
a plaything for anyone." 


RRR 


Elias finally snapped out of his stupor. He snapped the covers away as he swung his legs over the edge of the 
bed and grabbed Tony under his armpits. Tony sobbed miserably, his thin frame shaking with the quake of his 


emotions. 
"Ok, this ends now," grunted Elias, dropping Tony in bed. "You," he said firmly, pointing at him. "Are still sick and 
you have open wounds and you should be resting, not rolling around on the floor! And you." He turned to 


Marko. "You're his doctor and you shouldn't allow him tol" 


Marko wiped his confused tears out of his eyes, the faint taste of Tony still throbbing on his lips. 
“That's..that's right. I'm.l'm sorry, | don't know what.." 


"| don't care about that!" Elias threw his hands up. He started gathering his discarded clothes as he made his 
hasty retreat to the door. "This never fucking happened. Now you're going to put him in bed and you are going 
to talk this out like normal people instead of screaming!" 

"You're screaming too," chuckled Tony weakly. 

"Talk! shouted Elias before slamming the door behind him 


eR 


Marko slowly got up from the floor. His body ached as if he'd run a thousand miles, the flood of emotions that 


had smashed through the dams around his heart wrecking him and leaving him weak and helpless. 

But he wasn't important. Tony was weaker than him, still ill and trembling from the fever, curled up in the 
messed up bed. With strength Marko didn't know he had, he made his way to him and rolled him on his back 
Tony stared at him, and Marko's resolve nearly crumbled as he lost himself for a moment into those deep 
hazel wells of sadness and confusion. But he held fast, and started tightening the bandages across Tony's chest. 


"Elias is right," he said quietly. "You shouldn't move around too much." 


Tony didn't respond, lost in whatever nightmare of loneliness and rejection ruled his soul. So this was the real 


Tony behind the flirtatious, obnoxious man Marko had met until now. This was the man Marko thought he'd 
been able to see, briefly and vaguely, through the masterful curtain of his fastidious personality. 


This was the man Marko was.. 

"How are you feeling?" 

"Tired," whispered Tony, his eyes blinking fast. 

"You're still running a fever. You should rest." 

Elias was not going to be happy they weren't talking, but Marko didn't care. He was already resigning himself to 
the fact he was never going to get what he wished for with Tony - that it was destined to be just another 


dream shattered by the cold reality of facts. He couldn't bear to see his eyes that haunted, to evoke such 


horrible memories in him. He was going to leave him alone from now on. His heart was already dry and dead - 
he could take it. Anything to save this man from his anguish. But he'd be damned if he didn't make the most 
of it and treasure this moment with him, one of the last he was ever going to spend with him. 


"IFs ok," he whispered, willing back the tears that threatened to spill over. "Everything's fine. Just rest. You'll 
be fine." 


Tony's eyes slipped closed He looked so vulnerable, so fragile now. Marko was almost afraid of breaking him if 
he touched him again. He pulled the covers up, covering his thin, lithe body, trying to smother the shivers. 


"Tony," he whispered, unable to stop himself. 
"Mm?" 
"do you hate me?" 


He thought he'd fallen asleep, as he didn't reply. He was ready to leave when Tony's voice rumbled from under 


his hands, thick with sleep and fever. 

"|.never. | think... might even." 

He fell asleep for real before he finished what he was trying to say, the last words unspoken but heard clear 
in Make's hopeful heart. He pressed his lips to Tony's burning, damp forehead, closing his eyes against the salty 


sting of his tears. 


Wishing they could cure each other's wounds together instead of breaking each other over and over, Marko 


slipped away from the infirmary, leaving the first person to thaw his frozen heart behind to his nightmares 
and ghosts. 


crotch Itch 


He managed to cross the deck, all the way to the door of Tommy's cabin before the pain caught up with him. 
His hand, raised to knock, bumped aimlessly against the wooden door and his knees gave way under him. He 
gasped and sobbed, his chest crushed by a sadness too heavy for him to carry. Tears burned like acid on his 
cheeks, his heart shriveling into itself like a burning leaf. 


That was how Tommy found him when he opened the door. Before Marko knew what was going on, blinded by 


his pain, he found himself inside, buried into the warm embrace of the merchant's son. 

"Shh, shh. t's all right. It's all right, Marko, let it out..." 

"Tony," sobbed Marko, clinging to his blindingly white shirt, already damp with his tears. "He..he.." 

‘Oh, Marko," muttered Tommy, holding him even tighter. "| am so sorry. | should have told you.." 

Marko raised his head to look at him. "You knew?" 

Tommy's beautiful green eyes were sad. "I saw them, just after | left you. |." He cupped Marko's face, stroking 
his cheek with his thumb. "It was stupid not to tell you. But | didn't want to hurt you any more. You don't 
deserve this kind of pain" 


Marko sniffed. 


"But it would seem | managed to hurt you even more." He closed his eyes, regretful. "I just didn't want to see 


your eyes this sad." 


Marko didn't know what he was doing, or why. He just wanted something, anything to stop the painful wringing 


of his heart, and before he knew it, his lips were on Tommy's. 


Tommy's mouth was gentle and kind, soft and warm. Everything Marko needed, everything he could ever wish 


for. À caring person, a sweet man that would swear to protect him even if he barely knew him. 


For a moment, Marko thought he could believe it. If only he could manage to wipe the memory of Tony's 


haunted eyes out of his mind.. 
"Marko." breathed Tommy on his lips as they broke the kiss. 


Marko tried to shut him up again. He didn't want to listen. He didn't want to know. 


Tommy pulled back. "..l cannot. My apologies." 


"Why," whispered Marko. "Why? Am | this horrible? Why can't anybody love me?" 


Tommy shook his head, pressing a tender small kiss on Marko's cheek. "You are not horrible, Marko, and never 


think that you are unworthy of love." 
"But then why... 


"Trust me," chuckled Tommy. "You are beautiful, inside and out. And | would have been yours in a moment..if 


my heart had been free." 
"Oh," mumbled Marko, blushing a deep red. "I'm sorry. | didn't know.." 


Tommy laughed. "And how could you know | belonged to another? | never told you. And besides," he said gently, 
thumbing Marko's lips. "Your heart isn't free either. That much is clear." 


Marko blushed even harder, lowering his eyes. "H's doomed from the start.” 

"Who knows," said Tommy, pulling his chin up. "I do not like him, not one bit, but you obviously do. And even if | 
were free, | would not do something that you would regret. Those beautiful eyes of yours have enough pain in 
them even without me helping." He wiped Marko's eyes. "Come on. Not everything is lost yet. You'll just have to 
win him back." 

Marko wiped his nose on his sleeve. "How?" 

"| do not know. But | did have to go through a lot of adversities to win the right to be with my.." he blushed, 
lowering his eyes as a little warm smile played on his lips. ".intended. | can tell you, love is not ever easy. You 
have to fight for it" 

Marko bit his lip, frowning. "I don't think | can do it" 

Tommy petted his head fondly. "If you love somebody, you'll do it. Even if you don't think you can" 


Marko looked at him as he got up and straightened his clothes, pulling out a chair for Marko to sit in. "Your 
intended must be a pretty special girl," he said. "Lucky, too." 


Tommy burst out laughing. "I don't know about lucky and definitely not a girl," he giggled. "he will stomp his feet 


for a while when | tell him that" His eyes got distant, lost in a memory of love Marko couldn't even begin to 


understand. "But special? Without a single doubt." 


Marko stared at him, and wished, more than anything else in the world, to see that loving, fond smile on Tony's 
face one day. 


eR 


Henkka shoved Jani outside his cabin and slammed the door shut. He sighed and walked back to his desk. After 
taking one look at it, he slide his hand across it knocking everything to the ground. Ink leaked out of wells, day 
old rum and whiskey dripping over the side of the desk, and papers wandered helplessly through the air. 


"Fucking Elias! I'm going to fucking kill you when | find you, mark my words." 


He sighed and slumped into one of his chairs. The ship wasn't the same without the burly first mate, lacking 


its soul or something. 


Not to mention Henkka missed him. Missed fucking his body raw every day, hearing his sinful lips gasp with 
each thrust. 


Jani wasn't the same. He was too..well, boring in that regard. For a lover, he sucked harder than an unwanted 


prostitute. 


No, he needed to find Elias if it was the last thing he did. Needed to find the first mate and knock some sense 
into him again. He will know the power of Captain Henkka over him. Even if Henkka had to beat him to a bloody 
pulp in doing so. 


FEKE 


Jani fought back a yawn and paced the deck. His mind wandered to those who'd escaped. Why had they been so 
stupid to leave Captain Henkka's ship? Didn't they know that the Captain would come looking for them? 


He itched his balls and stared into the horizon, eyes squinting at the afternoon sun. 


One of the crow's nest crew shouted out. "Ship ahead!" 


Jani cocked his head to the side and wondered what Elias would do in this situation. He didn't have much 


training as being the first mate, the captain just choosing him at random it seemed. 
The crew looked at him for orders and he had no idea what to tell them. 


RRR 


Captain Henkka was in the midst of jerking off when the ship lurched to the side violently. He swore and slipped 
his half hard cock back into his pants as quickly as he could. 


He threw open in cabin door and stormed to the deck. A stubby hand reached out and grabbed Jani by the 
neck. "What the fuck are you doing to my ship?" 


Jani starmmered and shook his head. "l.l didn't, sir. The ship..it's hitting us." 


Henkka backhanded Jani across the face and tossed him to the ground. “Fucking useless, that's what you are, 
Jani. I'll deal with you later." 


His eyes glared at the ship next to his and spit on the ground. "Now what do we have here? Who the fuck 
thinks they can take on Captain Henkka and live to see it?" 


The captain of the other ship leaned over the side and smirked at Henkka. "That would be me, you piece of shit. 
You'll pay for what you've done to my last ship. With your fucking life, preferably.’ 


Henkka leaned his chubby head back and howled with laughter. "In your dreams. No one takes Captain Henkka's 
life without a fight" 


The other captain rolled his eyes. "What the fuck do you think I've been doing? Are you stupid or something?" 


Henkka's eyes blazed with the fire of a thousand suns. "What did you fucking say? I'll show you how stupid | 


am. Fire the canons now!" 

Jari winced and picked himself off the deck "Um captain, we can't” 

Henkka punched Jani in the stomach. "Shut the fuck up, Jani. Or least you find yourself hung on the mast! 
One of the crew inched forward slowly, intent on pulling back if the captain decided to backhand him too. 
"Captain, he's telling the truth. The other ship has blocked out bay doors. We can't even ready the canons at 


this point." 


Henkka kicked Jani into the ribs, blood splattering into the air from the force. "You only had one fucking job and 


you manage to screw it up any fucking way! When this is over, | will enjoy throttling you with my bare hands." 
The other captain snorted and readied his crew. "Somehow, | don't think you will get that chance. Fire!" 


Henkka's eyes widened when the canon blast hit the side of the ship, knocking him and everyone else on board 
to the ground. 


bad passenger 


The boat exploded into a million wooden pieces hurling through the deadened sea air. Most of the crew had 
slipped to their watery deaths, complete with missing heads and limbs. 


Henkka shivered in the cold ocean water, desperately clinging to a large section of the ship. he silently cursed 


Jani and his stupid behavior. At this point it didn't matter anyway. He'd lost his ship, his riches and his power. 


He grimaced and watched yet another crew member float on the surface of the water, fire burning his body 
and soul into a holed out husk. That was his fate, he assumed. 


A head looked over the side of the ship, eyes scanning for any survivors. They stopped on Henkka and motioned 


for the captain to come closer. 


The other captain snorted and shook his head. "That just figures. You managed to live anyway. You're like a 
fucking cockroach." 


Henkka rolled his eyes. "Just let me fucking die in peace already! I'd rather not listen to you gloat while | die.” 


The captain chuckled. "No, I'd rather watch you die up here instead. Especially if | get to be the one to bleed 
you like the stuck pig that you are." 


Henkka sighed and let them tackle his tired body with ropes and pull his soggy form on board. He'd hope to die 
in a blaze of glory but this wasn't going like he'd wanted. 


His eyes looked around at the faces of the crew laughing and pointing at him. They stopped on a lone figure off 


to the side with a frown on his face. 
"You've got to be fucking kidding me." 
Elias swallowed the lump of fear in his throat, body thrilling at seeing the captain alive. "Um, hello captain" 


Henkka's jaw clenched and he struggled in his bounds. "Don't fucking ‘Hello Captain’ me! What the fuck are you 


doing on here? You lead them to me, didn't you?" 
Elias' mouth opened to say something but was interrupted by the other captain 


"Get him out of here and into the dungeons. | don't want to see his face again until I'm ready for him, is that 


clear?" 


The two crew men nodded and dragged Henkka drenched form across the deck. 


The captain turned back to Elias. "You, in my quarters now." 

Elias swallowed another lump and followed the captain. 

OE 

The captain eyed Elias shift in his seat nervously before speaking. "You were one of his crew?" 

Elias nodded and licked his lips. "Yes, | was. He..he used to beat me for fun so I. left. That's why we were on a 
longboat in the middle of the ocean when you found us. We..um, we knocked out the captain and tied him up in 
his cabin" 


The captain frowned. "I see. And what about the other two? Were they abused crew members as well?" 


Elias shook his head. "Tony was a slave and Marko was the medic's assistant. The captain..he, um, tried to kill 


Tony and Marko and | tried to stop him." 


"So you're not loyal to him anymore? You will not interfere when | slaughter his bloated body over the deck of 
my ship?" 


Elias opened his mouth to say something and then closed it. He sighed. "No, I'm not loyal to him but do you 
really have to do that to him. Why not hand him over to the authorities or something?" 


The captain's eyebrow rose. "You can't tell me that served on a pirate ship and don't like destroying prisoners." 


Elias sighed. "| never really had to. The captain insisting on doing it himself, other than the raping. That l.l did 
as well. 'm..!'m not exactly proud of my actions on that ship. It was either do that or die.” 


"Indeed. All | ask of you is to not interfere when | hand out your former captain's sentence. If you do, you wil 


be slaughtered with him. Is that understood?" 
Elias nodded. "Yes sir." 
"Good, you may go." 


Elias chewed on his lip, mind overflowing with emotions, and got up from the chair. He sighed and walked out of 


the captain's cabin with a frown on his face. 


FEKE 


He hadn't meant to be there. Really, he hadn't. The last thing he wanted right now was to be seen around the 
hold where Capt..where Klingenberg was held. The captain was going to keep an eye on him, to see if he did 
anything brash or stupid, and be around the Capt..Klingenberg was definitely brash and stupid. 


But Elias never considered himself particularly reflexive or smart, and so there he was, in the hold, tiptoeing 


in, holding his breath and not only because the stench coming from the wet pirate was unbearable. 
"What the fuck do you want, Elias," growled Henkka, who was not, in fact, sleeping at all. 
Elias froze like a deer in a hunter's sights. 


Henkka shuffled upright with a jangle of heavy chains. "You traitorous dog," he snarled. "Come here so that | 


can fucking murder you!" 


Elias's whole body tensed. Why, why did he have such an effect on him? Was he so conditioned by his slave 


training that one order from him, even helpless and in chains, and he was ready to die? 

"Captain." 

"Don't fucking call me captain! You almost fucking killed me!" He shook the heavy chain that hung from his neck, 
searing into the fat neck. "Hell, you have. That scurvy rat Portimo is gonna slit my throat as soon as he can 
stop jerking off about it” He paused. "He's probably gonna fuck the wound in front of the crew." 


Elias winced. "That's more of your style, Captain." 


Henkka laughed, his voice rusty like a treasure chest on the bottom of the ocean. "Damn fucking right it is. 
Those privateers on the Requiem are still having nightmares, | bet!" 


‘Im..l'm sorry," sighed Elias, kneeling down in front of Henkka but far enough to be out of his range. "I didn't. 
even stilled Tony's hand. He was going to kill you." 


Henkka squinted. "Hand me that canteen, will ya" 

Elias shuffled closer, holding out the canteen. Henkka drank avidly, slobbering all over his filthy goatee. 

"Why the fuck did you stop him?" 

Elias tensed. "I.because..why did you follow us?" 

Henkka swung his hand. Elias was hit straight in the face with the heavy cuff of the chain, toppling him over 
as blood gushed from his split lip. "Because you're mine, Elias!" he roared, grabbing him by the hair and 


dragging him closer, his rotten breath washing on Elias' face. "| own you. And nobody steals what's mine." 


Elias struggled and pushed, but Henkka was powered by sheer dead man's strength now. There was no escaping 
his grip. 


He gasped when he felt Henkka's hard cock pressed against his leg. "And | missed you," he laughed. "Nobody 


cries like you do when | fuck them." 
"Captain," whimpered Elias. 


"Bet you missed me too," he snarled, pushing Elias’ breeches down. "Little shits like you only understand one 
thing, and it's your owner's cock." 


"No." 


"What is this insanity?" shouted a voice from above the hold. Henkka's hands immediately released Elias' hair, 
and he scrambled back, pulling on his clothes to keep them on and panting hard. Tommy appeared into the 
room, his pistol trained on the pirate. "You disgusting filthy animal," he hissed. "Do you know no shame?" 


"Nope," laughed Henkka. "That's why l'm a pirate." He leaned back, a smug smile twisting his deformed lips. 
"C'mon little boy, shoot me with your cork pistol. Let's see how happy your daddy is about it” 


"Elias," said Tommy, his voice much less sure. "Step away from that man" 
Elias didn't wait to be told twice. He scrambled to his feet, hiding behind Tommy. 
"You think you will be free when I'm dead, Elias?" screamed the captain as they climbed back on deck, fainter 


and fainter but searing bleeding holes in Elias soul nevertheless. "You will never be free! You belong to me, and 
that's all you can be!" 


Tero finds a thing 


Tero frowned at the murky depths of the blackened sea and pictured how his life would have been had he 


been a farmer. Bored and lonely, he surmised. He shrugged and spotted something floating in the distance. 
The tortured cries emanated from the floating object. Tero scratched his balls and wondered what he should 
do. Call for the captain? Probably. Watching the floating object sink into the seas while jerking off? No, that 
probably wasn't a good idea 


Tero sighed and threw a rope into the vast sea of black. He watched the bobbing, floaty thing stare at the 


rope as if it were a snake. 
The floating thing shook his head and cried. 
Tero cocked his head to the side. "What the hell? What's wrong with you?" 


The floaty thing glanced up at Tero and sighed. "You destroyed our ship. Somehow | doubt you're going to whisk 
me to safety." 


Tero nodded. The man had a point. Once he let the captain know of this blob, the floaty thing would be dead. Or 
at the very least turned into a barmaid. He grinned to himself and nodded. Yeah, that's exactly what they 
needed. A nice barmaid to put their troubles into. And around and on top of and to the side of. 

The thing eyed Tero with suspicion "What?" 


Tero rubbed his non-existing beard and smiled. "What if | can get you on board without anyone knowing? Sneak 


you away down below." 

The floaty mass blinked. "I guess so." 

Tero nodded and readied his hands on the rope. "Tie it around something and I'll pull you up." 
"Ok, it's tied around my waist. Pull me up." 

Tero gave the floaty, blob a sleazy grin "Oh, you'll get pulled up alright 

IK 


The floaty blob's arm slid under Tero's hand as he pulled it down to the infirmary. It must need medical 
attention or something, Tero thought. Floating out there like a bit of day old bread in a mug of fresh ale. 


"Do you have to hold me this tight?" asked the blob. Tero had never bothered to ask its name. Not that it 


mattered anyway. It could have been named Bob for all Tero cared. 


Tero snorted and dragged the thing along. "Yes, so you don't get away and get seen by the captain. Unless you 
want to join that wretch Henkka in the stockades?" 


The blob shook his head. "No thanks. The more time l'm not around him, the better. He's likely to kill me.” 
Tero grinned and brushed the blob's wet hair. "Don't worry, I'll protect you from harm." 

The blob's eyes went wide as tea saucers. 

Tero pushed him inside the infirmary and stood guard outside. No one had seen them and all was well. 

That is, until he heard a crashing sound inside. 

5 EEE KK 

Marko stared at the man standing at the doorway. "Who are you?" 

The man stared back at Marko dumbfounded and scared. "Weren't you the doctor on Captain Henkka's ship?" 


Marko backed away and grabbed a scalpel from the tray, tears glistening in his eyes like warm morning dew. 


"Stay away, l'm not going back to that ship." 

The man sighed. "It's me, Jani. You know, the first mate after Elias ditched us?" 

Marko blinked the rising tears away. "You were made first mate? Weren't you the cannon loader?" 
Jani flushed. “I.well, yeah. Though as soon as Elias ditched us, | was promoted" 

Marko snorted and put the scalpel down. "He probably promoted you because you have a nice ass" 
Jari twirled around. "You think so?" 


Tony moaned in bed and stared up bleary-eyed at the red vision in front of him. He blinked the drug induced 
sleep out of his eyes. Hands reached for a bottle of salve and hurled it at Jani. 


Marko backed away from Tony. "What..why did you do that." 
Tony struggled to get out of bed. "What the fuck are you doing here?" 


Jani ducked the jar as it smashed against the door with a splat and waved. "Hi Tony.” 


Marko pushed Tony back down into bed. Has he gone mad? Should | sedate hm? "Tony, what's gotten into you?" 


Tony shook his head. "Not that fucking bastard, that's for sure. How dare you come crawling back to me like 


this. You've got some nerve!" 
Jani's eyebrow rose. "I am crawling back? | ditched your ass years ago!" 
Marko blinked confusion. "What are you two talking about? I'm so confused." 


Tony shoved Marko to the side and got out of bed. He shook with untamed fury and pointed a finger at Jani. 


"You..you bastard! You left me and never came back" 
Marko's eyes widened to the depths that didn't seem humanly possible. "You left Tony?" 


Jani snorted and pointed at Marko. "So this is where you've been planting your seed. A doctor's whore now, 


Tony?" 
Tony's arms trembled at his sides. How could he know? "You leave him out of this!" 
Jani laughed. "Still falling over useless idiots who can't love you back, eh?" 


Marko's body lunged at Jani, smashing them both against the infirmary door. Jani groaned and shoved Marko 
to the ground. "Get off me, you oaf. At least put a little effort into standing up for useless Tony." 


Tony grabbed a crutch and hurled it at Janis head. 
Jani ducked just in time and laughed at him. "You were always a bad shot" 
Marko balled his hand tight into a fist and aimed upward. 


Jani crumpled to the ground, grabbing his balls and swearing himself blue in the face. "You fucking asshole, 
fucking fucking fucking asshole." 


Marko backed away from Jani and stood in front of Tony's bed. "Leave and never come back." 


Jani rubbed his bruised balls and got to his feet. "Like | have any choice. The idiot crew guy outside wants me 
fixed up." 


Tony shuffled around Marko and over to Jani to grip his shoulders tight. He grinned and kneed Jani in the balls. 


"Now you're healed.” 


Jani crumbled to the ground again and swore again. 


Tero pulled open the door with such manly force it banged Jani on the head. He glanced down at Jani's 


crumbled form and frowned. "What are you doing on the floor?" 
Marko shook himself out of his shock "He was just leaving." 
Tero blinked at Marko. "But why is he on the floor." 

Tony leered at Tero. "Too much medicine, | assume." 


Marko frowned and retreated within himself once more. A rush of raw emotions flooded his being like a raging 


tsunami of doubt. 
Tero nodded and picked Jani off the floor to take him outside. 


Tony sighed and patted Marko on the arm. "I'm only teasing. Despite him being a bastard, | know you wouldn't 


intentionally poison him." 


Marko shook his head, the lovely strands of brown swishing along his shoulders and covering his face. "It's not 


that." 
Tony rolled his eyes and headed for his bed. "Well yeah, you never gave him anything. It was a joke." 


Marko nodded and reflected once more. Will his heart take much more of this madness? 


captain gets a bath 


Elias was on deck with Tommy, internally debating whether to tell the young man about his.bizarre relationship 
with Captain Klingenberg, when the bell was rung. 


Tommy's father stood high on deck, looking proud and smug. "Bring the prisoner," he said. 

Elias swallowed loudly. 

There it was. 

The moment of truth. 

A few moments later Henkka appeared out of of the hold. He wasn't kicking and screaming as Portimo probably 
hoped, but he wasn't keeping his head proudly high, either. He was mostly growling and hissing at anybody 


who'd look at him, like an overweight tomcat. 


"Strap him to the mast," sneered Portimo with disgust. "I'm going to give him a taste of his own medicine 


before | send him down to meet his peers." 


Henkka was tied with his face to the mast, his arms around it. He craned his neck to look back at Portimo, 
kneeling on the hard floor. 


He shook his bottom obscenely at the captain. "Wanna go at me, big boy? Try your luck if you're brave 


enough, | can't guarantee that anything that goes in comes out in one piece!" 


Portimo pressed his sleeve to his mouth, gagging. "Lord forbid. | am not a beast like you." He produced a long, 


thick bullwhip from his side. "Take his shirt off" 


Two cabin boys appeared, brandishing knives. They both coughed and gagged as soon as they got close to the 
filth-encrusted clothes of the pirate captain. Ripping them to shreds made them both retch. One started 
throwing up when Henkka's wobbly torso was exposed. His skin was oily with pitch-black grime. Several small 
animals and bugs scattered away from his discarded shirt, one of them looking awfully like a scorpion the size 


of a man's palm. Chains and jewels dangled loosely from his neck, just as dirty as him. 


Elias felt a flutter in the bottom of his gut. He had had that disgusting body heaving over him far too many 


times not to be reminded of it. 
"Lord have mercy," gasped Portimo, averting his eyes. "You are a disgrace." 


Henkka just laughed. 


"I am not going to soil a perfectly good whip with someone of the likes of you," he choked. "Bring the water!" 
"Wait, what?" 

Captain Klingenberg wailed as if he was being skinned alive as buckets of icy sea water were dumped over his 
kneeling form. He shook and screamed and struggled against his bonds, dirt and grease dripping from his body 


and staining the floorboards underneath him black. 


Elias was remarkably sure that in the three years he'd been on the ship, he had never seen the Captain bathe. 


Not even accidentally. Or change into clean clothes. 

That was probably why he was so surprised to discover that the Captain was actually blond Underneath the 
filth that rendered his hair clumpy and the color of the mold that grows in the bottom of outhouses, was a 
golden strawberry blonde mane that now, summarily cleaned, shimmered in the afternoon sun 


The flutter in Elias‘ stomach moved a little higher. 


"You bastard," whined Henkka, shaking like a wet dog, smearing grime on all the closest bystanders. "It took me 


years to get to that point! 
"Don't worry," smiled Portimo cruelly. "You are still dirty enough that your welts will get infected" 
"So that's your plan, play with me and let me die in the sun like a dog?" 

Portimo stroked his whip. "That was the idea, yes 

"You pussy," snarled Henkka. "You should untie me and fight me like a man" 

Portimo paused. "Did you really think that was going to work?" 

Henkka shrugged. "Worth a shot" 


"Don't worry," said Portimo, bringing the whip back and preparing to strike. "When I'm done with you, you'll be 
begging for me to shoot you." 


When the whip connected with Henkka's wet back, Elias felt as if he was the one getting it. 


FEKE EE KK 


Jani sighed and shook his red hair. What he had to do to get out of having his head on a pike, adorning the 
deck of the ship. For if the powers that be knew he was alive, that would be his fate. The cries from above 
the deck shook out of the long standing memories of Captain Henkka. As he screaming, begging and pleaded, Jani 
knew that could be him at some point. And he was not going to let that happen 


He tugged at the shirt and pants Tero had given him, two sizes too small to boot, and sighed again. Mugs and 
food filled his hands as he served the waiting masses their daily bread. And for what? So he could get felt up 
by the gaudier looking pirates as he passed by? Such was his life, such as it is. 


Then, a vision stepping into his view. The mopey nurse from before - Marko. Even if his feelings for Tony 
were as misplaced as a soapbar and Captain Henkka, he didn't look half bad in those tight breeches. 


Jani licked his dried lips and moved fo the table that held such a man. "You want anything?" 
Marko glanced up and frowned his perfectly unflawned compexion "What are you doing here?" 

Jani snorted and waved his hand. "What does it look like?" 

Marko blinked, the frown sending thousands of tiny worry lines on his brow. "But.but you're a captured pirate" 


Jani leaned down and pointed Marko in the chest. "Shut it, nurse. I'm trying to save my neck and you ain't going 
to screw that up." 


Marko shook his head. "You broke Tony's fragile heart. You'll get no help from me." 
Jani sat down opposite Marko and rolled his sea blue eyes. "Look, | don't give a damn about Tony's fragile heart 
or that he's sticking you at every turn, just shut up about me being a captured pirate. You wouldn't want 


them to know that you're from the same ship, do you?" 


Marko sighed into the grains of wood that adorned the beat up table. "| suppose not, but | still have a bone to 
pick with you." 


Jani laughed at Marko and shook his head. "What would a virgin like you see in Tony? He's a whore, plain and 
simple. And a lousy one at that." 


Marko's hands tightened into fist. "You take that back" 


Jani laughed harder, tears of hilarity filling his eyes. "What are you going to do? Cry at me? Face it Make, you 


couldn't hurt me if your life depended on it. It was Elias who saved your ass with Captain Henkka" 
"How.how did you know that?" 

Jani got up from the table. "Because your infirmary is right above the crew quarters. We heard everything" 
Marko rose from the table. "You don't understand the position | was in" 


Jani snorted. Man, he's got a nice wad in his pants. "Oh, | do. Who do you think got fucked when Elias was away? 


That would be me and quite frankly | blame your pathetic ass on that. If you hadn't fucked everything up, we'd 
all still be on Captain Henkka's ship." 


Marko shook his head. "I am not at fault. | was just trying to stay alive." 


Jani leaned against Marko's body and sneered. "Yeah well, | would be happier if you were dead. Less trouble for 


me. 
Marko pushed Jani off his form, shivering at the thought of that man touching him. "Don't touch me!" 


The men around them stopped drinking and eating to watch them. One of them stood up and clapped his hands. 
"Fight, fight, fight!" 


Jani shoved back on Marko. "You're a loser. And Tony is perfect for something so worthless like you." 
The crowd in unison shouted around them. "Oooooohhhh!" 

Marko shook in place, anger eminating from every pore of his shaken body. "You take that back!" 

Jani shook his head. "All you have is words. Such a waste." 


Marko's face scrunched up and he shoved Jani into a table, crumbling it under the barmaid's hefty figure. 
"And you're a filthy pirate who should be punished!" 


Jani scrambled up from the ground and pushed Marko into a table. Marko laid splayed out on the table, eyes 
wide as the plates Jani used to carry in his hands. 


Tero licked his lips and stroked himself at his table. "Now that's more like it." 


Jani ignored him and hovered over Marko's form. He pinned Marko against the table, his body heaving with 


pent up energy, and sneered. "Now where you gonna go, Marko?" 


Marko swallowed hard, Jani's breath coating his face with warmth. His body responded to the weight, legs 
slipping a little more apart so Jani's solid form could cover more of him. He bit his lip, eyes fluttered at the 
thought of such madness. Tony was recovering in the infirmary and here he was with a body laying against his 


own. A body that oozed sex with every inch of skin He must not give in, he can't. Not here, not now. 


Jani's grinned at Marko's uncomfortable stare. "You like it, don't you? All these guys watching is turning you 


on. 


Marko shook his head, desperately pushing the thrilling thoughts out of his head. / cant. / can’t. "No, | don't 


know what you're talking about. You're crazy. 


Jani bucked a little against Marko's willing form, eliciting a moan from the smaller man. "I bet you don't. Just 


like you don't want me to open your breeches and suck you off." 
Marko's hips moved on this own, gyrating up and against Jani's crotch. 


Jani licked his lips and humped against Marko's body. "I'm going to deny what Tony wants the most - to take 


your virginity. Leave you begging for more and in front of everyone." 
Marko shook his head, hands trying to push Jani's body off. "No, no you cant." 


Jani reached into his baggy pants and pull forth his massive cock. "Oh yes, | can. Prepare to be boarded, Make." 


whips¢manhoods 


The men around them rose to their feet and cheered. It was the first entertainment they'd had for years and 
they weren't going to let it go to waste. 


Marko shook his head. "Please Jani, don't do it." 


Jani yanked off Marko pants and licked his lips. "Oh yeah, that's what l'm talking about" He violently rubbed 
Marko's hard cock with the back of his hand. "| knew you had a pistol in your pants.” 


Marko's eyes filled with unshed tears. "No, please, no." He tried to get up, but hands of the crew held him 
down Lust filling their sex deprived eyes. 


Jani pushed Marko's legs to the side, filling them with wooden splinters and half dried beer. "Sorry Make, | can't 
let Tony take you for his. He doesn't deserve someone like you, but | totally do. I'm going to love every bit of 
this. And you will too." 

Marko closed his mouth and shook his head back and forth. 


Jani laughed and thrust all the way into Marko's unwilling body. He savored every bump, every thrust, every 


minute of tightening pleasure. 
Marko gasped and continued to protest. "Noo0000." 


Jani slowed down and thrust deeper, his hairy balls whacking the underside of Marko's ass. "How about that? 
Nice and slow for a virgin before the big finish." 


Marko groaned. "No..no..ch...oh..oh yes..." 
Tero grinned and jerked himself off nearby. "No one can resist a good fuck on a table.’ 


Marko gasped and pushed his body up to meet Janis girth and throbbing manhood. His eyes wide with delight 


and lust, searing Jani's skin like a laser. 


Jani leered down at Marko, licking his lips and stamming into Marko's body over and over. "Now comes the fun 


part." 
EIR 
Elias watched, helpless. 


The first hit snapped in the air, the whip cracking on Henkka's back. 


By the fourth hit, the welts were open all over his back, spraying onlookers with blood with every hit, crimson 
dripping on the already black-stained floorboards. 


Elias wasn't new to the Captain's blood. For all his faults Captain Henkka liked being at the very front of the 
battle or boarding, even if it meant he always got injured somehow. And while he was brave enough to take a 
cutlass to the gut, the same couldn't be said when he was being patched up, whining and screaming and 
engaging in random acts of violence from the pain. It was on one of these that he had produced a pistol from 
apparently nowhere, stuck it straight into their doctor's eyesocket, and pulled the trigger, leaving the ship 
without a proper medic. 


Sure, there was Marko, but the guy smelled like victim from a mile away and Elias thought, for the sake of 
the rest of the crew that needed assistance, that keeping him away from the captain was the best course of 
action. So from that unfortunate day on he'd been the one patching the captain up, sewing his wounds when 
they were too deep, all the while under a constant flow of profanity and abuse from his patient. 


So yeah. He wasn't new to see the Captain bleed. But this, this was much worse, even than the time he had to 
pick out grape shot out of the Captain's mangy crotch with tweezers. Henkka sobbed, unashamedly, fat tears 
falling from his eyes as he heaved under the violent bite of the whip. He didn't speak anymore, just wept and 
tried to breathe through the pain His arms were so stretched out Elias was afraid they'd pop out of their 
sockets, his head bent underneath to try to protect it from the onslaught. It didn't help, the whip hitting him 
in the neck and ripping a good piece of hair and scalp off his head. It flew across the deck, and landed wetly at 
Elias’ feet. 


Elias felt like he was going to be sick. 
| should be happy, he thought, dizzy with horror. This man is a monster. Ive seen it all The rapes, the pillage, the 
murder. The burned churches and the beaten elderly and the candy stolen from toddlers. The pain The horror. The 


terror. For three years, | lived in fear of him, and now.. 


Now what? Why do I feel so bad for hm? Why do I feel the urge to put myself in the way of the whp, shield hm 
with my body? 


k it because Im a slave? 

Wil | be anything else but a slave? Won't I be free if he's dead? 

Or maybe.it's something else? 

Muscle and sinew was showing in the deep gashes on Herkka's back when Portimo finally let his arm drop. 


"There," he said, wiping his brow, blood sprayed in a fine mist all over his fancy white shirt. "A tenth of all the 
pain you've given others. Now you'll have a few days to think about what you've done while the birds feast on 


your wretched flesh." 


With that, he turned and left, the crew standing down and starting to mill out of the deck, already 
disinterested in the agonizing pirate still sobbing at the mast. 


3 EE KE 


Tony shuffled out of bed and moved around the infirmary. The scars from Captain Henkka's crew of idiots 
were almost healed and his body was finally responding like it should. There was only one thing to make him 
whole again - a good fuck with Marko. 


He'd been dreaming about the young, virgin nurse every chance he got. So pure and untouched, so innocent and 
wide eyed, so ripe for Tony's experienced taking. And oh yes, he was going to take. Over and over and over 
again was he going to take. Take the ripe virgin bodice from Marko's body and have his way until they were 


spent. But he would do it right this time. Not like the last time with blood and tears. There would be none of 
that as far as Tony was concerned. At least not until Tony was healed enough for the bondage play. 


A grin played on Tony's shocking red lips. He would treat Marko like the most delicate creature in this world, 


worship at his feet like a lovestruck commoner. His idol through the misery. 


First, he had to find Marko. The last Tony had seen of the innocent nurse was earlier this morning tending to 
the last of his wounds. 


Alone and forgotten like an unused toy. Tony pushed the damning memories of Janis hurt out of his head. 
Those times had passed and now he was a new man again. There would be no more hurt, that much Tony was 
sure of. Jani was his past - Marko was his future. Not a bad deal, Tony thought as he opened the infirmary 


door. 


the real captain 


Author's Notes: 
any similarity to other things is completely and utterly intentional and we don\'t give a damn 


Night was falling. 

There was clearly something exciting going on in the galley. Elias could hear the buzz of voices even from 
there. Everybody had left the deck, leaving only the dim-witted guard, whose head was lolling as he tried to 
stay awake. Elias waited until his chin had tucked into his neck and he started snoring, and then slid across the 
deck like a cat, the moonlight dashing across his back. 

Henkka was breathing hard, his body slack and heaving, his lips hanging like too ripe fruits. 

"Elias," he croaked without turning. 

How did he know it was him? 

"Elias, help me.. 

The flutter was back in full force. Elias felt a surge of protectiveness - this man was horrible, yes, but 
nobody deserved to die like this, rotting on deck, devoured by fever and seagulls. He kneeled carefully next to 


the captain, uncorked his canteen and poured some water in his cupped palm, slipping it under Henkka's body. 


Without a word, Henkka lapped the water from his hand, like a sick, agonizing dog. Elias kept refilling his hand, 


shivering every time Henkka's rough tongue brushed his skin. He drank until the canteen was empty. 

"I'm sorry," he whispered, helpless. 

"Elias," he whispered. "Please. Cut me free." 

Elias hesitated. The dagger he had in his belt felt heavier than the world. He couldn't let this pirate, this 
scourge of the world free. Who knew what horrible mischief he was going to get up to as soon as his wounds 
healed. 

But. 


He was still carrying a dagger with him. And if he hadn't meant to cut his ropes loose, then why..? 


"| can't," he said. 


| can't die here, Elias," he said, his voice small and tender, like a desperate child. "I have something that | need 
to do. | can't..." 


Elias perked up. He had never heard of this. "What do you have to do, captain?" 
Henkka sighed. "Take my necklace," he said. "The one with the oval locket." 


Elias reached into the tangled mess of beads and chains and pendants. He tried a few before pulling out a 


simple silver chain, with a delicately ornate locket. He clicked the tiny silver window open. 
In the moonlight, the small portrait of a young blond girl appeared. She was smiling. 


"That's my litle sister," said Henkka, his voice warm for the first time since he'd met him. "She was fifteen 
when she was taken by pirates." 


"Oh," said Elias, stupidly, watching the girl in the locket. 


"| followed almost immediately. And the only way..the only way to find her was to become a pirate myself” He 
sighed. "| almost tracked her. It took me years. Took me just as much to make a name for myself. Make my 
name as fearful as theirs. Let them know | was coming for her. l.l have done so many things | regret, Elias. So 
much pain. | have damned myself to hell" He shuddered, blood and sweat dripping from his back. "But I'll do it 
all over again to save her. And | can do it, I'm so close..but if | die here like a dog, it will all have been in vain 
All those people would have died for nothing." 


Elias felt the prick of tears in his eyes. Could it be that all those years, underneath the filthy cover, the 


captain had been..an honest man? "How do you know she's still alive?" 

"| know. | can sense her." He sighed. "And | have heard voices. Of her being with the pirates now." 

Elias swallowed. "Well maybe she likes it." 

"You don't get it," sighed Henkka. "She's not..my sister is a special, special girl. She had a fever when she was 
younger. She never quite..." He bit his lip. "She is not slow. She's so smart, Elias. But she cannot be alone. | 
cannot leave her with those beasts. She's but a child, and she will always be." 


Elias covered his mouth with his hand. "I..| had no idea." 


‘Of course you didn't," said Henkka, shaking his head. "| was hiding. Playing along. And.l'm sorry. | hurt you so 
much, and you have been nothing but loyal to me. | deserved that vase to the head." 


Elias‘ fingers brushed against the hilt of his dagger, cold and inviting in the cool sea breeze. 


It was all a ruse. 

It made sense. Nobody could be that gross, that senselessly cruel without a good reason. 
"Cut me free, Elias. Please." A fat, hiccuping sob. "I need to find her." 

Elias cut the ropes. They fell with a soft swish. 


Then Henkka knocked the dagger out of his hand, gripped in his fist, and before Elias could react, he'd sauntered 
over to the guard and slit his throat in his sleep. 


"Captain! No!" 


He couldn't say anything else, because Henkka punched him in the side of the head with the hilt of the dagger, 
and he went to the floor like a sack of bricks. 


"God, you're so gullible," laughed Henkka through the haze of his greying vision. "It's almost a shame to waste a 
good sob story on an idiot like you." 


Well, shit, thought Elias, and slipped into oblivion. 

IOI 

Henkka stretched, cracking his neck. The welts on his back screamed bloody murder, dripping blood and pus into 
his breeches. Gross. But he didn't have the luxury to think about it. He kicked Elias on his knees and used the 
leftovers ropes to tie him in the same position he was in Not much, but in the dark it'd fool them for a little. 
Elias came to just as he was tightening the knots. He started struggling, helpless like a fish in a net. 

"Captain! Why are you doing this?" 

"Do you really still have to ask? After all these years?" 

"But.what about your sister?" 

Henkka laughed, a deep belly laugh. The innocence of this man never stopped amusing him. Maybe that was why 
he still couldn't let him go, no matter how hard he tried. He reminded him of how things could be different. "Oh 
god, | can't believe you could be so dumb," he snickered. He kicked Elias in the side, almost toppling him. "There 
is no retarded sister, dumbass. | stole this locket from who knows where. | lied" 


"But..but why?" 


Henkka stared, disbelieving. "Because l'm a pirate, Elias. That's what | do." He snorted, "Who the fuck would 


become a pirate to find their retarded sister, come on!" 


Elias felt the traitorous tickle of tears in his eyes. How could he be so stupid? So gullible? Did his desire for 


the captain to be a decent man cloud his judgement so? 

"Ok, wait here, I'll go slit the troath of that rancid dog Portimo, be right back" 
"Captain, wait! No!" 

Henkka stopped. "Why not?" 


"Because..because.." think Elias! Think! “Because this isn't a pirate ship! You can't take command by killing the 
captain!" 


"Can't |? Watch me." 
"The crew will slaughter you!" 


Henkka picked his teeth with the tip of the dagger. Elias had a point. "Ok," he announced. "Change of plan. Wait 


here." 
"Can't go around much," muttered Elias resentfully. 


96 EE EK 


Tony frowned at the loud cheers coming from the galley. What was going on in there, he asked himself silently. 
His small hands pushed open the heavy doors and he walked inside. 


Loud cheers, jeers and otherwise rowdy behavior assaulted his ears. He crained his neck slowly to see what 


they were looking at. Marko's lust filled voice moaned over the din of the chaos like a siren 


Tony stopped short at gaped at the display in front of him. There lying on a wooden table was Marko's splayed 
body open for all to see, gasping in lust as Jani rutted him in triumph. 


Jani grinned at Tony. "I got to him first" 

Tony backed away shaking his head, hands waving around like a blind man on crack. "No..no...no, it can't be." 
Marko moaned and rocked up to meet Janis naked flesh. His eyes opened to stared up at Jani with lust: 
Full on tears raced across Tony's face like a flea on a dead dog. What is this madness? Why wasn't Marko 


looking at Tony with those eyes? Tony shook violently, images that should not come to pass were coming to 
pass. This was not how it was supposed to be. Marko's virginity was Tony's, and Tony's alone. 


Tony shook his head. "No, Marko is mine!" 


Jani leaned his head back and laughed, his body still pounding into Marko's willing form inch by glorious inch. 
"Not anymore. His virgin body is mine and he feels so good, welcoming mine like we were perfectly made for 
each other. It must just kill you at the thought that | got to him first" He laughed again this time more 
menacingly. "Just like | planned it” 


Tony's face crumbled like an empty can run over by a speeding car on their way to the hospital. His body 
slumped, drained of all of its fight and vigor. Jani was right, he was defeated and beaten. Taken from him, his 
beacon of pure light on a dark and stormy day. This had to be a nightmare that he was having, it couldn't be 
true. It must not be true. There was no way his Marko would assort with Jani. They hated each other, didn't 
they? 


Marko moaned and thrashed in the last throws of passion, but Tony wasn't watching anymore. For he had run 
screaming into the night. 


Jani leered down at Marko's form and nodded to himself. Thanks for everything, Tony. Have a nice rest of your 
life, such as it is 


